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Advertifement. 



THE Author will not here trouble 
the Public with a detail of the 
difficulties through which the Tragedy 
of Cleonice has flruggled to make its 
appearance. He^cannpt,rhowever, fup- 
prefs his fingular obligations, tp ^rs. 
Hartley, who moft^dtadiiy ulideKook 
the lpikh'6FcJtedliac^;:«^hrch"me1^^ con- 
tinued to fupport* with unremitted aiii-' 
duity and friendly alacrity, amidft the 
repeated attacks of fevere indifpofition. 
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lith March, i775» 
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P R P L O G U E, 

Written l^ THOMAS VATJOHAN, E% 
Spoken by Mr. BENSJ^Ey, 

^ELL m, ye Geds, ye arbiters of wit, 
ff^o rule th heavens, er who lead tie jif,. 

fn>ence ernes tt,tv4in age refin'd h tafte, 

By fcience poltjh% and }>y judgmeni cbafte, 

ff^e fee the Mufe, in dignity fublimey 

Ledoniy frokgue, ape-ing paAtomime ? , 

Wbofe fpmive fancy, and wbofe cmicjkill, . 

411 muft afplaud-^wkere Rofcias gnides the qmU- 

ret when Melpomene in grief appears, * 

fierfttff^ring virtue hatb'd infmovfs tews. 

From tyrant laws, orjeaktfs hve oppref/d, 

dwelling withjllence in her tertur'd hreaft 

How can the heart her genial impulfefhew, 

feel as fbe feels, or weep another's woe-, 

ff^engay Thalia hasfo late pcffefs'd 

fhe laughing tranfports of the human hreafi? 

Uteach her province keep, Ut jocund mirth 

up Epilogue alone give bapp birth ; 

Me the ftruck foul from ev'ry anxious fear. 

And wipe from beauty's cheek the/tlent tear. 

WfrMettftafioV wings bm:e borne our Bayes, 
And finely brought him o'er the friticfeas -, 



Fir'd 



PROLOGUE. 



JiffV witlifuceefL be iofes tUf aw^^ nighty * 
Ctien^d ^y^urjmles h take a bolder flight-^ 

Nv fonder pfi^liepf^ if(mphS^^ 
JLrtir Dianjlfimngfrm a borrowed aidi ' 

But cmei vffr^U v^b Ifznztj^ prid^^ 

^0 firetcbbis pinmonSj and firfdke his guide % 

Tet doubtful flies^ le^vapdurs damp bU force^ 

AndwebUckcloudJj^ldfiopUsai^ 

To awfulbeigbts bis proud tmbition fdars^ 

/k$ the^ dtead regions ofapplaufe explores ; 

No fun befears^but courts its warmeftray^ 

^is yours to raife — orjfitk bim in tbefia. 

Lit CandDM thmpK^e^Uk ky tk% caf^i^ 
fbat Ma^a Chftrta of^ dramatic kxoi h 



mo 



P R O L O G U E. 

Written by a Friend, to have been fpoken 
in the charatfter of the Tragic Mufe 

Defigned for Mrs. BARRY. . .^ 

CfUDGJES of Genius J from wbofe bands a bard^ 
J^his night awaits the laurej of reward! ■, -* 

Toyou^ the Tragic Mufe^ in UntdAxCs name^ . i :, 
Comes t^ announce the merits of his claim. 
*7Vj I have led him timorous to this field, ^ , :i 

And bade him dare his countrfs gauntlet wield ; 
Bade him afpire to vault her fiery breeds ... 

Nor humbly ftoop to mount the managed fleed. . > 
Long bad I feen his patient merit toil^ ^ ^ 

In culling cbaplets from a foreign foil ; . 
JVbilfi^ bere^ tranfplanted by bisjkilful hand^ 
halWs honours bloomed in A\hion\ landk \, 

jLong had Imark^dy asfuch exotic boughs .. ; ,, 

Content be wove to veil his modejt brows^ ^ 

Afpirit that in paths untrod before , . » 

Might fnatch the nobler foliage of thisfhore. . ,s 
Pleased with the hopes, that I had now defcrfd 
A future fon, from whom the bujkitis pride 
To this my favourite Ifie, again nrigjift rife ^ \ 

J toucVd bis eari and pointed out tbe^prisie.' • - 
*' Wither my honours in this clime {If aid) 
•* Buds here no bounteous leaf to deck thy head? 
♦' Are thefe once fostering Jkies fo- over- cafi, 
" That Genius dares ndl brave th* inclement bkft? 
«e Come^ let me lead thee^ where my fons of yore 
^ /« Fancfs fields amafs^d their laureate ft ore ; 
« H^itb aSive powers^ aloft ^ beftrode the clouds * 
!l? Infpfd by kind declaims of^Jhouting cPowds. 

a Turn 



PROLOGUE. 



- % 






M Turn thee^ *wberfi Shake/pear wav'd the m^k rMf 
** Anifavo a new creatiim wait bis nod. 
" Behold wbf re Terror y with eccentric ftride^ 
" Burfts^ iike a torrent front the f^ountaln'sjtdef 
J^ m»ld mere gentk Pity heaves thejigb^ 
** Sluicing the fruitful conduit of the eye ! 
<* See Lwe^ it ixfbofe approach the iiiy H^e$ \' 
Of Mirth Md Freedom^ or the jxKimi 5Wlffel 

Of fweet Content^ difpers'd in wild ^rtiht'y 
Mount on their JtJkh mhgs and take their jfB^ht. 
*' See Jealoujy %is hideous fdrin uprear^ 
«^ Tine the quick brand, andjhdke the vengeful fpia)r ? 
*« Wbile^ clofe tebindy fdt 4nguifb and Dif^atn 
♦' Stalk fullen l^^ andfwell his gl&ofl^ train. 
*« Marie ^here Deffair poim to fothe difidm greutd^ 
** On blajled yews ^ where t^ight^birds fbriek around;^ 
^* Where yawning Tombs add horror to the flighty 
♦« And Meffors flafh their mmeHtHry ti^bt. 
*< Here mark tbyfiJ^^ tvbat "utirious oljetls rife^^ 
« Nortrufi ti^e tnediuh i^ another's 'eyes.'* 

I fpoken-oind G^im fir ait %^» io fprud 
flis ready Fhmiigt^ and wsf voke^ii^'d^ 
Adventurous^ ibmej he dares this night ^^pirs 
To fiamp the vhidfceneKJtntb native fire, . - 

'Tis yoursy y€ Bfitifns^ iben^ with kind ap^i^e^ ;' 
To fan thefiam I kindled in your eaufe : 
J^heif/aidi when pn yourmercy firtmmy 
Toufofier every ^arky but wbafs your (mn- 
From y^ur dread fentencej mwt^dn^itb iaur^k y^n^ 
J ardently es^e^ t$ greet a Son : , 
The Palm I haw depofited nmihm% / . ^' 

I ^i trufiycur Hearts togiv^it whetf UU dmn 
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Juftpuhljjbei hy T. Evans in the Strand, 

BRAGANZA, a. Tragedy, performed at 
the Thean-ii 4loyaI Dfuf}r4L^qi wmm by 
' Robert Jephson, Efq; , 



w * ^ 



In a few Bays wdl be^ubUfiedj 

.... , > . . , 

THE HEROINE of TH? CAV^« 
Tragedy, performed at the Theatre Royal Drury- 
Lafit. 
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Dramatis Peribnae. 



M E N. 

t 

Art ABACUS, King of Pontus^ Mr. Barry* 

Ph«»*c«, { t^/^^^f } Mr. L.„... ■ 

Lycomedbs, King ofBithyniaj Mr. Bensley. 

Teramenss, General of Bithynia^ Mr. Hull* 
Agenor, Friend to Pharnacesy Mr. Whitefield. 
ZoPYRUs, Friend to OronteSy Mu L'Es trance^ 
OfScer, Mr. Thompson, : 

WOMEN, 
Cleonice, Daughter to Lycomedesy Mrs. Hartley* 
ArsinoP) Daughter to Teramenes^ Mils Dayes« 

Guards^ Attendants, &c. 



V 



SCENE, ^ </(^ M the frontiers ^Bithynia, and the country 

*. ' adjacent. 
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libiilMAMkbdykirfM^riMltoib 



C L E O N I C E 



A T R A G E D V. 
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ACT I. 

S C £ N £| « j«%y. 

I 

TEJtAUtmSs AGENORc 

The fih>M iHiihitaSi% ttai HfflT i^diotM Mte^, 
Shall Peace, in vain Mftf, M^ «>rc^ ki|^ 
Of dear Atedtichsippfiri^ 
Of faAious princes, 4ftt6^ ^odaie force 

To Lycomede^^ ki^k!ii^, or tiiM &rink 
Before the genius of you^ nbbtefdsnck 

A6EN01I. 

Aiietts, lirt< I* Jlllalfl lidiM, alii loir/ 
A wanderer o>r the face of f«rth,fl|uft ha|l 
Tile faolur Aikt Ui hia Aefs to trea^d your foil| * 
And gave him Teiameoet for his friend, i . 



2 CLEONICE: 

TERAMENES. 

Tho' now the rage of civil ftrife is paft. 
Full well thou know'ft, to-morrow's fun declinV, 
His next return ingbeam lights up the day ' 
That ends the truce with Pontus, and demands 
Our ftrongeft force to meet a mightier foe^ 
In Artabafus,» 

A G E N O R. 

Five; returning funs 
Have changed your vernal groves, fincc as the breath 
Of Fame declares, your armies met and fought • 
On Hippias' banks, what time your martial powers 
(Forgive me, if report miflead my tongue,] 
Sow'd to a foreign ftandard. ^ 

TERAMENES. 

. . .Lycomedcjf, , ^, 
Whofc tWrft of glory in his vigorotis life 
Compeird the neighbouring ftate^ 'to bend b^eneath 
Bithynia's yoke j when creeping ticQe'had cloggM ^ f«^ 
The vital fprings, and kept his age^from!fceae& • 
Of aftive vatowT)^ by his generals ftiil .''*:. 

Maintained the field, and thro' the nations fpread . 

His martial terrors^ till .that fatal day^ 

When Hippias, down his. current, dy'd with bloody 

The frequent corfe and glittering enfign bore : * 

Then, midft the flaughter, fell a facrifice 

To iron war, our king's lamented fonj 

A youth, the early darling rfhfs ^ef^ 

The foldicr*s hdpc, and riudlii^; of the field. 

Agei^or. - 

Oft have 1 heard PoleiTior?s'name,whofe brave 
Unpradlis'd arm encountered Artabafus, ^ - . ' 

Ajid from his fword received a glorious dead). 

TERA- 



A T R A G E D Y- i 

TERAMENES. . 
Bat tho* the time's neceffity compel IM 
Bithynia to the truce, ftilli ftill the thought 
Of his Polemon rankled in the bofom 
Of our affli£ted monarch, ftill the hope, 
Tho* diftant hope of vfengeahcc, glow'd within. 
And fed eternal hatred in hi^s. ibuL 
While now to, Pontus' bounds, his army ffireads 
It's conquering legions, he forgoes the ftate . 
Of Nicpmedias' palace, to refide 
Amidft this city, whofe oppofing bulwarks 
Rife on the kingdom's edge, and dare the foe. 

AOENOR. 

Fame fpeaks yourfival great, ahd gives the praife - 
Of might and wifdom to the king of Pontus • • . < 
And more, 'tis faid, his fon, amidft the files 
Of Rome's immortal legions, diftant far 
From Pontus, learns therugged trade of war. 
And gathers laurels in his blooming age, 
That veterans view wkh envy : his return 
Gives earncft of new triumphs, 

TERAMENES. 

. Let him come ^ 
Would yet Arfctes aid .Bithynia's caufe. 
His fword, with braye Qrpntes join'd, whofe hand 
Muft fway the fccpter of Bithynia's realm, 
Mi^ht fix th' unfteady wing of vjiclory 
To Lycomcdcs' ban4s. ^ 

AG EN OR.' 

. . Orontes' valour ' 

Your fovereign deems to merit Clednice, 

Whofe piety forfakes the pomp o^ courts, 

The fplendid eafe of female life, to attend ' ■ - • 

A father's fteps, amidft the clang of war. • . 

B 2 But 






4 C I, E q N 1 c e;: 

But for Arfetes, th(^ fmB(k9ifob$T%fieW9f\l^ 
Wbenfirft he join'd to thipc bis fpcial artqs^ 
He pledg'd bis f^ith {<>p fiy^^ rotHri^iii^ QIooqs 
To abide your welcome ^tttftji and nqy the tenU\ 
Wanes in her fil ver Q^k^ 

TERAMS^K-fe. 

JHhaA fagr^ iAgtrnpt i 
My mind^^tho^^lotfa^ ivodU each eirQttni|«iM.. 
But ftill I hop'd AflTetiei iitifhl 1»? V^m 
To breathe our friendly aii:^ *ftiU mW4 W^ 
Bithyivia's warlikft tpos, now hmVWti^'f^l 
The v^ge pf hoftile Pontus^ when, the tcm 
And place concurred, tp^pqi^r with iv4!en inroad 
The flof ^ of cpnqucft OJV our lut?c<}.fipe,^ 
To avenge a fomx ^ wprtl» fp lil^e 1»« oi|fa^r7-r, 
-V— But fee, he coiUfJ?-'-^^ 

Youth, at thy prefcttce^ byd? with tJ^w wwwV^ 

Such as I was, wheii, on AniWa'lk 8Hf|4^». 
I crufh'd the wandering if^bbe^s of t^B dcfiat. 

ARSETSt. 

My lord^ too ps^ttial fr Jendftup evcrfinds 
Hew praift for your Arfcles } if J claim 
Of merit aught,, here Heaven receive my thanks,^ 
That bade me wield the fword for Lycpmedes, 

TER^MEl^E.S. 

And yet Arfetes now- methinks forget; 
To prize our countiy's honours; w|iile the bond . 
Of Mend&ip hoU^ np pK>re his ch^ngin^ heart ; . . 
That heart, whiqh pwc t Pf^fc'4 wit^^ trai^fport here^ 
Which fcem'd withi i3ft«val t«^nfp9?t tp receive , * 



,A T:R A<5 E D Y; ^ 

The love I prqWex^ wh^ii my hp&m glaw'4 
With warmth pf gmi^ud^ to biip, ijAofearni 
jSnatchM Terain^l]ies frpm MX^iepdiflg death. 
As fierce Lyfippus jym*<J thp ti>'riatfin|Og bl*lc 
At my defencelefs he^^di when you rufh'd in, 
/Till jthen un)qiown) and favM me from the foe, 

AR?ETE«. 

*Twa$ fure fi)me happy ftar| thatled my ftcp« 
At that Weft moment— ?if I fev'd thcTife ' 

Pf Tcriamenes, I prefery'd indee.d * 
* A faithful counftUor for Xycomedes, ' ' 
^n aroiy's chiqf^ but for crtyfelf a. frieqd. 

TERAMENES. 

And wilt thou, my Arffetes, now forfake 
The bandsy that late Jf^r{^Qi ih^ jgl^rious tafk 
Of conqueft, taught by th^-r^oiv when the great, 
Th' important moiyent fiomes, op which depends 
Pur monarch's fami?| our vengeancc-^Ied by thee 
And brave Orontes, W0 have Aemm'd the tide 
Of inbred .tumult; ey«ry fe^l.bead ' 

Now lies fubdued, and ^uiOh'il y^x^L grq^t fnccfrf^^ 
Our foldiera «o^ donaod^ with loud «^la>ifn, 
'to pour thek ftftry ^W y^a )ioft£|e Itou^^^t . ^ ' 
^eneath Arfetef an^ChraoM. 

Heaven • 

Be witnri& bfix^ compHlfwc ho^uuir long 
fisis challeng'd 9iy departure-^yct, tilt aow^ 

I wav'd qb^«ii^e to tb« fj3?Qi«pt C^U . 
Qf duty ; hut ths iwiP Qf cml bJCQiU 
At length fijbfiding thro* ygur troMliled ftate,. ,,, 
I muft (forgive me, chi^f^ fQ(;glve.n^, friend,) . 
Yield to the powerful voicOj. ^d quit Bithynia. 

"■'■'• I ■• ■ By 



^> C L E O N I C E: 

Bjr every toil my fword has known in Battle, 
But moft the toils I fhar'd with Tcramencs, 
Unwilliiifg and compelled, I leave your clime. 
And quit a country dearer than my own. 

TERAMENES. 

Farewell, Arfetes ; think that Teramenes 
Feels from his inmoft foul the fix'd refolve 
Of him, whom once he fondly deemM by fortune:^ 
From all mankind felefted' for his friend. 
ril feek the king — nolefs will he regret 
Arfetes' lofs, whofe prefence might infure 
His wiih*d revenge, and fix his kingdoms glory. [Exit* 

•I s 

ARSETES, AGENOR. 
AGENOR. 

Why droops Arfetes ? O ! difcover all 
Thy fecret grief and let Agenor fhare it. 

ARSETES. 
Indeed thou doft — my every thought is thine. 
My other felf, my bofom's counfellor ! 
What needs there more to i^nd my heart, to fill 
My tortur'd foul, while loitering here I wrong * 

My native foil, the voice of- filial duty 
Chides my delay, yet Love, ,the powerful God 
Reigns in my breaft, and mocks each fettled purpofe : 
Come, my Agenor, with thy friendly aid 
Confirm my thoughts, and teach me yet to tread. 
Yet to refumef the path my feet have left ; ' 

To quit the land, where all my joys iare centered. 
To tear myfelf from love and CItonice — i— -;!•• 
-O! never! never ^ 

AGENOR. 

Yet again reflefl. 

Think 



A T R A G-E O Y. . 7 

Think who yeu arc, to what, has ffcaven referv'd . 
Your virtues— Shall a kingdom's .heir—— , 



> J m » • % 






,. • ARSETESi ' .« 

' ■ Goon — ' ^ " 

•Tis honcft chiding— Shall a kingdom's heir, ' * "'. 

(Thus would'ft thou fay) on whom th* expefimg cyeaf^' ^ 

Of thoufands look for happinefs^ oa whom 

A father fixes every deareft hope . ., - 

To fee himfelf renew'd to diftant timis. 

Shall he, forgetting all the claims of glory, .' 

Forgetting all the ties of filial duty. 

Defraud his longing people of their prince. 

And from his fire with-hold a darling fon ? 

Say— 'Ihall Bithynia's hoftile lands detain. 

From Artabafus' fight his lov'd Pharnaces ? - . 

O I no — Agenor — thpu haft fir'd my foul ; 

My father ! — yes, I will embrace the knees 

Of him^ whofe love reproaches my delay. 

Yet never, Cleonice, Ihall this breaft . ' 

Forget its wonted fiame :— Is it a crime * 

To adore the ftim of all her fexls graces, 

Tho' wayward chance has plac'd the faoplefs bar 

Of lineal enmity between our loves ? 

AGENOR. 

And yet, my prince ; the indulgent hand of fatc^ 
Perchance may weave your future web of life 
With threads of brighter dye j even love itfelf 
May find a way to clear the gloomy profpeflt : 
Difcord perhaps may. once, again extinguifh 
Her hated torchtthat. fires the rival nations, ^ * , . V 
And Clepnice be the bond .of peace : . v r 

Too long, already, ftrangers havq yre lived, 

Alien 



ft cLfeoi*fejfi 

Alien (r&xi trMSi khi faottfe t thc^ Artat^^fb 
Sent you beneath m^ fathei^^ gu^dlaiK eafe. 
To learn hard leflbns in the IblloCd ^f glorjr, 
'Yet Aire the parent fuSer'd in that abfence. 
Which, as a king, his virtue dcem'd would, raife 
Tour fame,: and fit you for a people's Weak 

« 

ARdETBS^ 

VeSy my Agenor, oft hh (enderell greeting^ 
Have warn'd Itne tb return, ivhch clrcnng tlirie 
Had brought the period fix^d for my dicparture | 
Or when the paufe of itftjis, 6r honour's duty 
Pennitted me 16 qirit the hdfE of titme. 

AGENOH. 
And yet— 01/ piteoo^-^ 

AR^fiTES. 

And yet-*-too tru^ ^gmor, 
I feel each juft repr^tefe-^tte hnd indeed 
I left, and journey'd: o'er a length of foil, 
When fate (for fwre 'twas mofotkan commocv fortune} 
Prompted nty fteps to trend Sithynia'a realan. 
Where Lycomedes Wag'd iateftiaa wai? 
With rebel arms. 

Thy gcntrous talour thcri, 
Warm'd by the common caufe of kings, to aflert 
A prince's rights, forgot thfy country^s foe. 

AR8STSS, 

Full well thdtf }kh6¥^ I ¥^4 fa #«ir)» Q4df 
3y all the folemn tiesr <lt^ Bfh^ lilMnkihtf, 
Ne'er to reveaif, ^rt^m M fAif MMik^ Wk< 

Mr 



A .TflTA S E D Y; jjf 

My country 4>r my bio^ ihiSy .urg'd by thee, 
I fwore, when |irft I told th^ ^ipy defigo^ 
To gaze on QeoQice's wpndrous charpis. 

AGEN^-R. 



f- .i--> - >r» ■»••« 









Nor vain the cautioiii-^thHik^'X> think, how &r 
It yet imports- to keep-the mighty fecret : 
Alas ! niy friend, I tretpble^. had your father . 
Beei^copfQlous whiter ^tune led the fleps .^^^ 
. Of his Pharnaces ; , could he know the land 
Of Lycomedes now detains his fon— .,_ .. . 
Th' idea ftartS' a thouf^nd fears : ibould how 
Some dreadful ;ClHince betray you to t&e foe:^.. 
I (huddcr at the thb\ight— »then let us hence 
^^d t0^ ^e longing troops of, Ppntus give 
A blooming hero, promisM oft in vain : 
Then let us haflen-^by itiy facherfs (hade 
I now adjure you — for Pharnacea once 
ReverM fai^T^Sridktes 



I, * i • 
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< A'RSET>ES.-'-- •' ' '^ *"'''■ 

'I r . - ' * 

• " 'WitiricfsrHezycii 

) ' • • 

How deaf I hfetd him I-^Artabafiis only ' ' ' 
Could claim a iiearer duty Vtr^my heirt. 
The guide, the great example of my youth*! .' • — ' 
Methinks I now recfiil |bri^^ ^^f 
That lhattth!d4iim from^us— Q c^ jov*d Ag^or ! 
The fcene ^ prefentto ipy cyfs-;-! fee .r ..^ ^ ; p 
The battle rang'd,, when, to my ardent gaze • . 
His hand expcr^encd pom ted'OUt. the fiieji-.. . , , .. 
Of rigid wy,; and ^Wgbf j^w w^ere to drive 
The thunder of the field ; when Heaven fo will^»": ' 
A diftant ai^rpw fen^ witfe. deadly! aim 
,- Pierced hi^ brave breaft 
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Then midft t}ie iiftant'fighti"" 
It was not given AgenorViiana to clofe^ 
A dying parent's eyes-tt-ii-'''' ^i ^'* -^ 

The vcneraT)ft^chidUAT^3l*VtS&^^XHfrt%M^ ' 
« This laft cfthbrace^ftilf Ift'ttfe^afeieitrt 
*' Of TiridateS* bJahMS movfe Ws prfeoe, :^' • ' ' 
«« And, for mjr f^, 1*6 kltii to'my l^gUioir?'^^^/ 
He could nS'llloW, IfOtTetttn' fti^felil* pl»l^ r- ' 
Of truth and Sihity— fiAce vy^rdi fiiT feul' - ' '" 

Has held thee ever pajrfnct.oj neif 'fame,'. " ,' 

Jler better half; li^othJsr't&i^MesI ' -," tBtntratt. 
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. AGEiN.OR^ • .^ o j-.i 
I am indeed thy TirktoW^w-j/tS) 
My father, from thy feats of Hift moAfcitt^ 
See, how thy priiKre ^wafdf Ay Ifiyal faith. 

And, in his \$>Kf* /iipBli^.s-***'^^'*^** ^^' 

And yet, forgivc.me^ £ri^w:^ ^^^ ^^4^^*??*^^- 
Rcmembranee of *^;rt 4jty 5wr ever mour^'d [fr^ ^ t; . .. . 

IP My fstfhcf.^-^ .i. ,.,- ■ ,. /. .^/,:., • 

*A'ki5^T*#: • -^i ••>•''• ' 

i "!.>-j.K ^' '. xw; AgeAdri-fiifee'hty li*-" =^ ' 

Jlefolvcs arc fix*d%»fovHe^Bate^er tequihar ^ *- ^ 
To quit this' C6rfri— W'qWlt lHy*eieonic6j^'*^ * ''"" 
ThoT (icath is ik Ac ^holightl —thy piety :- - 7 - 
Reproaches ioiric—ere yA ?Ke ittountihg^futi ' ' " * ;. 
Whde early'^i-ay now gJld^ the ftce (Jf WdrV'"^*'! * * 
Attain his mid-day feat; the^camp of Ppntu5 ' 
Shall fee Pharnaccs and Agenor. ' r'(l£^ Agenor^ 

•'-" ^ AR&ETFS. 
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AR.S&TSS, tktt. 

Yet 

Se ftill my iMsdii^ ticait-O Cl«onio»{ 

I feci her now— li^ruft me Jnrety God 

In Toothing fpeech— O.! teach my Rps to hreaA^ 

In gentleft founds the. fata) y/fQ^i-^fnewAh 

— ^Orontcs here ! — ^i is not ^is the blcft 

Thedeftin'd liufbaQd o/ my Cleopice , ■ . 

I Ihall rclapfe— for if 1 think— diftraaion 

Enfues, aqd fame and peace are loft for ever t ' iBxh^ 

JF«//rt>!i.QNTES. 

ORONTES. 

Sure 'twas* Arfetes'!' diat malfgnaiit .planet. 
That thwarts- my cousfe, vhentt^r sy Hery foul 
Would, eagle-wing'd, ftretch her afptsing flight. 
He foars above me ftilln-4{4ye I not worn 
The mafk of loyal faith, imobth'd o'er the dark 
The fuUen brow of deep defign, with fmiles 
My heart confei^M not ? — What have I not done. 
For thee Ambition ! — Let not pale Remembrance 
Review'ilie pail:, or paint a fcene to ftagger ' ' 
The ficklyreiblution— deeds long done. 
That fleep fecure from every mortal ken. 
Are bat ^ Ihadows in the coward eye 
Of confcience— Hence ?— Orbntes* foul diiaaips 
The phantoms of remorfe.-^ 

Enter Z Q P Y R U S. 

Now,, my Zopyms— 
Speak I haft thou aujght that daims my ear f 

Ca ^zbpYRUS. 
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ZOPYRUS. 

I learn 
That the young ftranger, who fo ^deeply witc^^d 
The madding multitude, prepares this day . 
To leave Bithynia's court. 

ORONTES. 

It cannot be— -?• 
Arfctes !— — fpeak — what at this fated time. 
When war a^in unfolds his brazen portals. 
And Pontus brings to view its crefted thoufands i 
A tempting profpedi yet untry*ds tQ prove 
nii fword It cannot be ! 

ZOPYRUS. 

f - 

. This hour Agenor 
Declared Arfetcs* purpofe, 

'"' ORONTES. 

Speed it gods ! 
Come near, Zopyrus, to thy faithful ear 
Tve oft difclosM the fecrets of my heart. 
Where Love, but moft Ambition holds his fway,. 
This firanger is my bane— I drink beneath 
His better Genius — even the field that once 
Crown'd this good fword with honours, yields me now 
But wither'd laurels, which his brow difdains ; 
While the blind herd on him, with fuU-mouth'd clamour, 
Laviih their Ibouts. 

ZOPYRUS. 

Yet fortiine has fecurM 
Your bijghteft hopes«-*ba8 not our king declared 
Orojilesy next by birth, afcends the throne ? 

Have 
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Have not the aflembli^d ftates confvmM the right 

Of juftfucceffion? haften&g on the fteep 

Of downward life, our. king^ though high in fpirif^ 

Blasting with wafting light, that foon nauft fail^ 

Shall fudden fink in night, and leave to the« 

A glorious rifing to imperial greatnefs ! 

Fair Cleonice too fliall blefs your bed. 

And with her beauty fmooth the toils of emp^e* 

ORONTES. 

^Tis true, the charms of Cleonice well 
Might claim the tongue of rapture — yet, S^opynis^ 
While great Ambition's fun lights up my flam<?, 
The ftar of Love loolks fickly at his beams. 

ZOPYRUS. 
What more can crown your wifli, when Happineft, 
In all your foul afpires to, foon fhall open ' 
Her welcome arms— Mean-time the king, my lard^ 
£fteems, and holds you high above the rank 
Of Nicomedia's nobles. 

ORONTES, 
True, Zopyrus ; 
Spite of the tardy warmth of caOtious ag« « 
I've work'd me deep in Lycomedes' foul. 
By more than common zeal to avenge his Ton. 
But home-bred fa£lion^ ipreading thro' the land, 
Compeird us to the hated truce with Pontus : 
Till now, nine moons elaps'd, this upftart chief 
Stept in, to bear away the prize of arms 
Due to my elder fword, while Teramenes 
With partial eye beheld his every deed. 
And idoliz'd the work himfelf had rais'd. 

ZOPYRUS. 
Yet common rumour fpeaks that friendship holds 
In ftrongeft bands Orontes and Arfetes. 

ORON- 
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ORCNTESi 

Even f4v tnj frkai-r-taA pti&ey demand . 
That )itt irh^ mns lllie af^ingiail txoeof life^ 
Should lefim to veil hinftlf, md «ft appear 
Thething heis •<* : 

I 

Should propitious Fortuijc ; 
lUmove foat rival hence 

If cKis repoft 
Be tro^i 'the dark edipfc that lalp Jias frowrjIM, 
No more, my friend, (hall intercept my fame j 
The war*s great field, at'this aufpicious'timc 
Begun, fliall not enrtcb a fimngcf^a hand, 
Bu» Ml ^1^ har¥tft of OtcOM^f fmxA, 
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ALAS ! it will not be ! and fond femeiMraactt - 
In vain recalls thl ^)aJl^-Lljwhfere, where is now 
That reafpn's boalt^ WbidhNO^^ a^tiofA U^ 
The pride of man^ nHben ^fiekltf as die gtte^ * ' /. 
That fweeps1!fe6=l3}(C6W>Tl^dM fM^bbttgli/^tit f^^ 
Veer wjth each hMr, and ffial^ bifr bi^ftrHfiR^ 
How is my Iwifeitt thafig^df«-^n<i loitgfcr lidWi ' 
From my example, M>tilf6rs ttfaeh the youttg. ^ * o::: 
And tendet 'fnaid, who Stiba^' each ftrelKAlg Wswo^ 
That heaves But ^Atlf d^ifthc^^fttt^ 4tVlki - 
To rife ^p^^T to her fac's imktK& I 






k! 



Friend of mj life, whole jiartial choice has givc^ ' 
Arfinoe long the privilege to. pafs 
The ceremoabus bounds^ which birth and" title . T, ' 
Had placVl between hs, wherqfore art thou otiinjgS^ 
From her^tbait Wxi, aadlav'4 but her Arfinoe? ^ 

cleOnice. > 

Still art thou here the partner of «iy heart; 
Then wheiefore this r«pr4j»ch ? and why dMB{iIaia 
Of change that nei^ei' yetthk btfeaft has kmowa! 

^5 We 
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Wc were two plants that grew in friendfhtp's foil. 
And promis'd fruits of never-dying lore. 

ARSINOE. 
Then every care that Cleonice knew 
Arfinoe too has iharM — but late I've mark'd 
'^hat Cleonicej difierent from herfelf^ 
Shuns even Arfinoe's pre£bnce, ever feeks 
The lone recefs, and brooding o'er her thoughts, 

Nurfes fome hidden grief foon war again 

Shall loofe its rage«^—« perhaps the 'threatening danger 
Alarins^yaiiyc.fcar. . « . ^ 

V. ^.>;.:.v .CLEONICE.' - -:'.;'^ ' 
Thou know'ft that T alone 
Remain'd the comfort qf a J§^tber's age. 
When fate, that tort Polemon from the 
Of his Bithynia, from 4 haljjfnd's arms * 
A haplefs cpnfort iever'd, thou remember'ft, ,,, 
My mother, fad Arete, bow'd with grief, . . .. , 
Soon mix'd her afliefli with the foi^'^ ifa^ moura'd : 
Then, lefi(in«tflfyouth,:m]r.c6nverieQft . 
Sooth'd a fond parent's P9|ig5|^wlica ntcoUoSdoii 
Rais'd up the form of bleffings loft for ever I 
While, as I grew» patjern^ ibudn^ft i^w 
With partial eye his Cleonice's mind 
Expand. beyopd her fex : hence not alone, 
Tbe'foft^ the winning telents, that to life ^ ' 
Give female polifli, but the greater arts 
Ennobling man Were tatight my ripening age. 
But, o'er the reft, my fire, whofe bofom gloi^'d 
T'avengehis Ton, enur'd rtiy thoughts to cbenfli 
Deep hatred of th^ foe by whon> befell. 

ARSINOE, - . 
Hatred and vengeance ill agree, my friend. 
With tender grief like thine-— eftrang'd from all 
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l^hy wonted temper,' foKttide.bdljjcarks 
Far other change-^Then fcek not to 4e^^ 
The rearcbrng' eye of fritendfliip. 

CLEONIdfi: 

AtftBpArfinde, 
I feel the w^^ah h^e-r— ntl^^Hi fiudlliuit ngvt 
That war agajn noi&ft ipM unloods its vage,2 
Is there no caufb for fqar*? wfaate'er>tb^ tongue 
Of ftoic fortitude, rwjy.JboaQft the i^indy 
The generws mind that o^Kfi^s lifers deareft tl^jS^ 
Will nourilh feelings pride difdtfins t6 own* - 

AltSINOE* 

Revolve our preferit Asd^y. out! country's fword^ 
Now usM to viSory^ give high expc^nce 
Of future triumphs^ wtiile for you^ my friend. 
If love, if grandeur charm, Bithynia's throne 
Shall raife you high> and Hytfteh tighft his totcH 
At Cupid's flame-*-^Is not thefirft df men^ • ^ 

The firft df heroes, ybufs^? Yes, Qeonice^ , 
Each anxious doubt ^all fleet like morning mift^ 
And all be loft in your Oronte^' ^rms* 

GLEONICfi. 
Orontes anms !-— r^Q Heaven ! what haVe I laid f 

By every tie of love But whither — whither 

Now rove my thoughts ! — JUeave^ JeaVe tjie, my Arfinpe^ 
To brocfd in fecrot qV pyr Itreafur'd forrow3* 

A|tSINQ£. 

^i:arce from her tenth fair crofcent hm this mpoa 
Silver'd night's fleecy robe^ fince IVe beheld, 
Tho- fdentj I've bchdd fhy ^hcr'd irilen | 
Methinks ere finte AtJt9f^ y^htn 'midft the ranks 
Of rebel arms •my f adier ^ficapU ^wbh ^jfe^ 
SavM by the gall^t aii^if brave Agfeta fexJ < > " 

D Ha! 
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Ha ! — thou art paje'*<-afid now the mantling blood 
Returns on<jc ropre— What can this mean f — My heart 
Has caught the alarm, and. Oh ! my foul forebodes 
Diftrefs and anguifh to my hopeleft love. (<j/^» 

:. CLEONICE. 

It muft be fo 'hence every vain refpeiJt^ 

I can no more diflemble ^Hear, Arfinoe, 

Hear then and pity Cleonice's weaknefs ! 
While Lycomedcs, with a monarch's care, 
Plans future fch'enies of greatnefs— Cleonicc, 
Loft to herfelf/ her rank, her fax's glory. 
Dotes on the merits of a youth unknown! 

ARSINOE. 

Orontes then-— — 

CLEONICE. 

..; OjontesJ— name him not— *- 
I own his W9rth — I own the facred rights 
A king and lather claim — -but l.muft own, 
Tho' while I fpeak, confufion fills mjr foul, 
Affetes bears down all ; and tho'jthe pride 
Of fortune rais'd n^e high above his hopes, 
A pleader here, which nothing could withftand. 
By looks, by deeds, by allthat caT!r"cnnoble 
The pride of youthful manhood, had prepared 
My eafy bofom to receive the gueft. 
That now, fole tyrant, reigns my bofom's lord ! 

ARSINOE. 
ThAi am I loft indeed ! {aftdt. 

,_, CLEONICE. 

Go, my Arfinoe, 
And learn if aught is rumour'd.that pertains 
To my AFfetes«j-*->fooA this favoured hero 
.. Will 



■^ « . ^ 



A T R A G E DrY,: 19 

Will leave Bithynia*s court— but.ftill remember 

Veird in thy faithful breaft to keep my fecret : 

To thee I truft my life, my fame^ my all ! [Exit Arfin. 

CLEONICE, tf&w. ^ 

Loft and bewildered ftill I rove in fiate's ' 
Diftrefsful labyrinth— Why, Cleonioe, 
Why didft thou leave the fhore of calm indifierence^ 
To launch upon the dangerous fea of love ? ^ ^" 

Enter LYCOMEDES, a«i TERAMENES. ,' 

LYCOMEDES-- :l 

This day, my Cleonioe, furely dawns 
With happieft omens^-He, whofe valiant arm^ 
JoinM with Orontes, quell'd our rebel fons ; 
To whom, the public voice gave every fuf&age ^ 
Of grateful tribute, threaten'd to forfake * 
Our realm, antl heap to other climes hiti fworj ; 
But Teramenes, who with counfel fage 
For ever watches o*cr ht» country's weal, . - 
Has found the happy means to fix him here. 
To graft his virtues on Bithynia's ftock, . * 

Bleft carneft of revenjge \ 

CX.EONICE. , . 

"What means my father ? * " (aJkSm 

My lord, the duty Cleonicc owes 
Her country's welfare, and'her father's honour. 
Demands my thanks for every aid that Heaven 
Gives to Bithyiiia's ftrength — and fure, Arfetcs 
Stands firft in martial praife — But fay, my father. 
What happy means has Teramenes found 
To fix# him yours ? - ♦ - 

b 2 Lyco. 
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LYCOMEI>ES. ■ •■ ' 

3uch means as oft have dea^t 
Dcftruftion on mankind : what oft has drawn 
The fword of vicic^^ce, nliy! tiWrftcqre 
/v. nation's fame and vengeance — Yes,^ whate'cr 
Arfctes ■ race or country, beauty^s charms 
Infure his future fcrvice.— f^air Arfinoe, 
Thy virtuous friend, (ball bind her native lan4 
In grateful thanks for fuch a hero*s valour. 
Our friend, our Teramefies, joins to his 
Affihoe's hand, and gives, irt fuch a fon„ 
A great ally in Lycomedes' ctqfe 
Led by Orontes' and Arfcte*' valour^ 
What may gitbynia's fquadroha^not atchieve ? 

CLEONICE. 

[aftde.] %iat^xt me, He^^ye^ ! Ita Ter,]— Sir, I.CQnffefc 

the virtues 
Of my Arfinoe^ and her beauty's charms ; , ^ 

Permit me yet to a^ you, if Arfetes 

JHas e'er reveal'd Perhaps fome diftant fair^ 

Whofe Ipve ?nd beauty had poffefe'd his foul. 
Impels him tp forfake Bithynia's court, 

TERAMENE3. 

No, princefs— if thi« judgment^ not unfkillM 
Ip htiman kind, can rts^d tbt thouglits of men. 
He loves Arfinoe : late Have I obferv'd 
His bofpoi kboariixg with tber ftiflcd paffion. 
Of recent Wrt}i ; and well I know my daughter 
Owns, with a vir^n Wufh, Arfetos' virtues : 
Nor couW A yo¥th, whofe fortune only refts _ 

Jn his own meijfs and his fword> refufe 

That hand which Nicpmedia's nobleft ^ers , 

With trapfport wo\iW receive, 

I.YCO- 
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LYCOMEDES. 

Why droops my d^iughter ? 
Still cherifh hope ; a train of better days 
Succeeds, where vengeance brightens up the ptoipcfl. ' 
My 'age's darling ! 'tis for thee my foul 
Still labours, tho' declining years woold fain 
Woo me to fhades of peace — to raife thee Higl^ 
With thy Orontes, and avenge my boy, 
I fcorn repofe — nor will i reft till thrfe 
Old eyes behold in chains or breathlefs ftretch'd 
The cruel foe by whom PolesiOn fell I 
Come, Teramiencs, let us feekArfetes, 
Then once again renew our vo^s to pour 
The war's whole rage on Artabafus' bead. 

[Exeunt Ljc end Tn 

m 

CLEONICE, abne. 

It is enough — misfortune now has fpent 
Jf er utmoft fhafts — and I defy the future I 
O Cleonice ! has thy ftruggling bofom 
for this fo long contended ? Oft when pride 
Of inborn dignity, when knk of fame^ 
And every duty to a fisher, urg'd 
My foul to combat lovo— how.hsive the word$ 
Of perfidy enfnar'd my eafy heart ! 
Deceived — rejeded— wedded to Arfinot ! 
But hence !— avaunt ! — I will— ^I would forget 
The perjured, yet the once belov'd Arfetes ! 
But fee ! — the taitor conies !— O Heaven ! away 
With woman's weftkiicf»— oleet jiii^i ^ befitSt 
A pttifcefs ffighMd mi her love betiayHl ! 
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Enter A R S E T E S. 

ARSETES. _ 

While thus the faireft of her fex withdraws 
To foHtude and fadncfs> (huns the gaze 
Of admiration, let Arfctes yet 
Intrude on Cleonice's lonely hours 

Ere cruel fate compels 

CLEONICE. 
My lord, forbear-— H- 
Tbis needed not— a hero's towering foul 
Soars high above the weaknefs of the lover : 
Since thou wilt part, it is not Clconicc 
Can here detain Arfetes— other charms—^ 

But I forget myfelf— Qxcufe me. Sir- 

Whatever your aims— let not my prefence damp 

The glorious fortune love and fate prepare 

And think not e'er, awaken'd from her dream 

Of fond credulity, that Cleonice 

Will cloud your joys, or flop your path to greatncfs. 

[Exit. 

ARSETES, alone. 
Where am I ? fure I dream-my every fenfe 
Is loft in wild amazement- 

Entrr A GEN OR. 

AGENOR. 

. . All is ready. 

And nothing now remains but that we quit 

Bithynia's court for Artfibafus' camp 

What mean thofe looks of forrow. wherefore heaves 
Your fwelling breaft, while clouded with defpa.r 
Your eyes, in filcnt p«ufc, reproach the Gods ! 

' ARSETES. 
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ARSETES. 

Alas ! what fliall I fay — could'ft thou believe it^ 
Agenor ? (he for whom my foul had near 
Forgot a kingdom's fame, a father's love. 
Each nice refpeA of honour, made my name 
To future times the fcorn of every tongue. 
That fathers to their fons might point the example. 
And bid them fear to fall as fell Pharnaces ! 
Evenflie; my friend, has now with cruer fcorn. 
Repaid my love » ■ ■ * 

, AGENOR. 

, ... 

O Sir, forgive Agcnor^ ^ '- 
But fure in pity fate concurs even here ' "'■ ' 

To haften your refolves— what^'er the caufc 
Of Cleonice's anger, cveiy moment 
Is wing'd with perils-think what foes confpire - - 
Againft your father's peace, his life and fame. ^ 

ARSETES. , — ■ 

' r r % 

No more, no more, Agenor— beft of friend^j 

In thee thy father Tiridates fpeaksi. . , '/ 

Pharnaces ! ftill thou ihalt retrieve thy glory, 
^ JBurft from the veil of dark obfcurity 
And blaze in virtue's beam — But yet, Agenor ! 
O yet indulge^a lie^t^hat finks beneath - 
Accumulated anguifh— can 1 leave 
My Cleohice thus^alac K who knows 
How foon, by rafli refentment urg'd, her hand 
May to Orontes yield her plighted faith ! 
While, abfem hcQCe Ph^naces, 



AGENOR. 

Wilt-thou then. 
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Wilt thou then linger here, mnnindful ftill 
Of fdme 9nd Aitab^ft^ ? 

AkSETE^. 

No— this nighty 

Be witnefs cv^y power ! we leave the'court— 

This only day indulge a lover's fondnefs ! 

The care be thine th^t Artabafus foan 

Receive this fignet, with the welcome news 

That his Pharnaces, his cxpefted fon. 

Will join, ere yet they reach the bounds of Pontus, 
His native bands, — tnere^ kneeling at his feet. 

Implore fp];givenefs*--<'in ^is interval 

Of fate and love, tbisieJips {ball onqe. again 

Afiail with every fopthing; eloquence 

The cruel Cleonicej thesk^ Agenor^ . > 

To Artabafus will I open all 

My fecret heaif-*-*perkap5.fome future day 

(O bufy hope !] may give me undifguis'd 

To* plead my caufe befpre her, when my fighs 

Shall in her breaft revive the tender flame. 

And love with endlefs rapture crown Pharnaces ! 

\E^Mni Jevercdff* 

SCENE, ^Mery. 

Enter 'LYCOM.EVi.JL&aad T£RAJiA£14SSk 

^ J.YCOMEDES./ . 

How ftand the fulJieis * hopes, my TerannBirt* ? 
What fpirit breathes «m0i|g idieir xanks, to give 
A prefage of the war ? 
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TERAMEKES/ 

The troops on firc'j 
Demand alone Orontes and Arfetes; 
. With loud reproach they execrate the foe, 
And hail With joy the near expiring truce; 

LYCOMEDESi 

Yes, Teramenes-^civil Difcord noWy 
That (heaths her fword, has. left Revenge to rear 
Her dreadful banner— Nemefis has heard 
Ourfolemn vows againft exulting Pontas. 
No more Polemon's ghoft (hall haunt mydreams, 
Arfetes and Orontes (hall extend 
My name to lateft times ; the glorious love 
Of empire and of arms j that fir'd my youth, ' 
Shall warm my frozen age— too long compell'd 
I fmotherM in my breaft the flame of hatred ; 
Biit when my foul forgets thy lofs, Polemon, 
Difgrace and ruin o'er thcfe filver locks 
Shed their black influence ! — Orontes^ welcome ; 
What hear'ft thou of the foe ? 

Enter OROl^TES. . 

ORONTES. 

Not unprepared 
The king of Pontiis, from Heraclea's walls^ 
Has drawn the choiceft fohs of valour forth^ 
That lie encamp'd befide Parthenius' ftream^i 

T'ERAMENfeS. 
*Tis faid, they w^it the arrival of Pharnaces^ 
(The kingdom's hope) whom Artabafus fent^ 
What time Bithynia fign'd the truce with Pontui^ 
To di(hmt Rome to frain his youth in arifas. 
And Fame^ with loudeft tongue, prgclaims his piaife. 

E LYCO- 
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LYCOMEDES. 
A ftripling when t^e left hU father's court ? 

TERAMENES. 
He was ; and now fcarce twenty funs have ripened 
Our fruitful years, fince Artabafus gained 
By him a parent's n^iqie.— — 

LYCOMEDES. 

Such as he is-— 
O, fcorpion memory ! fuch perhaps had been 
Bithynia's heir and Lycothedes' fon f 
O, Teramenes ! O, Orontes ! pity 
A father's feelings — Thou, Orontes, faw'ft 
My haplefs-boy— thy pious arms embraced 
My loft Polemon, as life's gufbing ftream 
Sprinkled his budding laurels— where was tben 
A father's vengeful fword, while to his tent 
You bore him pale and fenfelefs, diftant far^ 
Detained by coward age, thefe ears received 
The dreadful tidings, when his frantic mother 
Ended her wretched being— Powerful Jove ! 
Shed from thy bitter urn the dregs of anguifh 
On my poor fpan of life, withhold each comfort 
Which creeping years, o'erwhelm'd with forrow, claim^ 
If I forgive the cruel hand that cropt 
This blooming plant, which elfe had floiiriih'd now 
And ihelter'd with his f^ade my wafting zyt ! 

ORONTES. 
Soon fhall we lead th' embattled fquadrons forth 
On Artabafus-^ihould this boaftcd fon 
Return, tho' conqueft-plum'd| he comes perhaps 
A fated vidim— 

LYCOMEDES. 
O. ! that thought, Orontes, 
Gives vigour to Ty nerves !— Yc powers of vengeance ! 

Hear^ 
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Hear^ hear a father^s voice, and tfaro' his Ibtti 

Reach Artabafus' heart, that after years 

Of tedious expedation, now at length 

Returned and fcarcely welcomed, he may fall 

A dreadful facrifice — then thro' the fenie. 

The thrilling fenfe of fond parental love. 

By his Pharnaces let hiih know the pangs 

Of Lycomedes^ when Polemon fell ! lExnmii 
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ACT III. 

• » ' - » 

SCENE, a private t^artment. 

£»#«• CLEONICE <««/ ARSI'NOB. 

CI.EONICE. 

TALK not of cpmfort-r-'tis in vain, Arfinoe y 
Arfetes leaves us — my relentlefs fcorn, 
Impeird l^y frantic jealoufy, the madnefs 
Qf womaij's love, drives from Bithynia'? poujt 
*rhe firft of warriors : his right hand, that ftill 
Held Vi£lory captive, now to happier realms 
Shall bear his fortune and his fame-— the fun 
That rifes oathc war, fhall fee our troops 
Pj^le and difmay'd for their Arfetes loft. 
Who knows the event? — the fame declii^itig fun 
May blulb upon 3ithynia's (hame, and gild 
With favouring rays the tents of Artabafus, 
JVlay fmile upon his arms j while Lycomedes 
Curfe3 each day that wider fpreads his ihame* 

ARSINOE. 

■I ■• 

Alas ! my friend, your warmth of temper frame^ 
The gloomieft profpefts of imagin'd terror ■ ' 
^ho* fortune now may frown ^— ^ • ^ 

CLEONICE. 

■> •• » • > 

The? too, ArfinSe, 
Thee have I wronged— forgivi thy Cleonice-^ 
AiTt thou to blame^ if. fram'd for gentleft palEous, 
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Thy breaft, the feat of innocence and lovc,^ 
Confeft the manly beauties of Arfetes, 
Not bound by cruel ties of fame or duty? 
Rouze, rouze, my feeble virtue — ^ycs, I feel 
New ftrength, and fhpuld Arfetes yet remain—r 
I think, Arfinoe— Heaven fupport the thought I 
I think — I could refolyeto yield him to the^--^ 
But fee, thy father — - 

l^nter TERAMENES., 

TERAMENES, 

All the hopes we form'd 
To keep Arfetes here, diflblve in air: 
Thus oft, prefumptuous n^an too fondly grafp^ 
Ideal good: the hero, w)iom we deemed 
Secured by every tie, declines the h^4 
By Hymen given, endowed with wealth' and honomvs 
While candour bluihes on his modeft cheek, 
He owns Arfinoe's virtues, owns the fate 
That now forbids him to receive her lov^ 
Pr longer to regain Bithynia's gueft. 

CLEONICE, 

^till art thou true, Arfetes ! 

teraiJenes. 

My Arfinoe, 
Why heaves thy bofbm ?— Still our guardian Gods 
"^e truft ivill fnjilc, 

ARSINOE. 

My lord, Arfinpe ftands^ 
f repar'^ for all— be witnefs, Heaven ! how oft 
J checked each flattering hope : forgive, my father. 
The involuntary figh ! perhaps the laft 
The fruitlefs elFort of expiring paffion ! . 

« TERA- 



30 C L E O N I C E: 

TERAMENES, 

Call up the thoughts that fuit thy fex and rank : 
Time (hall, with lentent hand, relieve thy anguiflb. 
Thy princefs, with the gracious warmth of friendfhip 
Shall fhed the balm of comfort in thy wounds : 
—Still art thou fad ? — permit me, Cleonice, 
Awhile retired with dear paternal counfels. 
To arm her tender breaft, that peace again 
May chafe defpair and eafe an anxious father. 

[Exit with Arfin6e» 

CLEONICE, alone. 
Though my heart joys to find Arfetes truc^ 
Still am I wretched— —yet again methinks. 
Fain .would I once again behold that face 
Where love, where faith? — but O ! *tis madnefs all ? 
Doomed to Orontes, when the lonely hour 
Invitcjtofhadesof forrow, tyrant duty 
Makes even my grief a crime — but let me ftill. 
Let me once more, while yet without reproach 
I may indulge the fight, behold Arfetes, 
Take the laft fad adieu-^and like a wretch 
That (hi vers on the precipice of fate. 
Enjoy the parting glimpfe of' peace and happinefty 
Then fink at once to mifery and Orontes* [Exih 

SCENE, a ball. 

^/^ LYCOMEDES, TERAMENES, amt 

ORONTES. 

LYCOMEDES. 

The Gods have heard our vows, my Teramencs^ 

Ere yet the night afcends, to Pontus'camp 

Pharnaces will return ; even now we heard 

J^rom certain tidings^ that the prince's figoet 

Received 
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ReceivM by Art^ibaAis, had confirmed 
His near approach— 

TERAMENES. 
My liege, the enemy 
Will feel new vigour from the expeded fight 
Of young Pharnaces— ere a few fliort days 
Are paft, th' advancing troops by Areas led 
Will join our arms ; united then, our band^ 
May rufh to certain conqueft. 

ORONTES. 

Teramenes^ 
Forgive me, if ttiy foul revolts from coufels 
Which frigid prudence di<£lates^fhall we theit 
Remain inglorious, fkulk within our walls. 
To wait uncertain aid-^permit the foe 
To gather ftrength and courage from the prefencc 
Of this Pharnaces ? — O ! forbid it virtue ! 
That virtue which has fired Bithynia's fons 
To glorious conqueft and extended fway ! 

LYCOMEDES. 
My empire*s hope ! on whofe fucceeding reign 
Sits expectation : this Pharnaces ftill 
Turns every fcalp of fight j his towering fplrit, 
Enthufiaft of the battle, looks with fcorn 
On vulgar honours.— 

ORONTES. 

To this boafted hero, 
DeckM in bis foreign triumphs, fend the trump 
Of ftetn defiance, that Pharnaces* arm 
M'ay meet with mine before the camp, and giv« 
A glorious opening to the morn of wat ! 

LYCOMEDES. 
— ^"Tis nobly uttcr'd — thy impatient fword 
May find employment^ to the hoflile camp 



BK 
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A herald fhall to->>morrow bear dur challenge 
^o this Pharnaces, in the lifted field 
I^ext day to engage in fingle fight^ the champion 
Bithynia's king ihall fend — but fince the life 
Of myOrontcs on the great event 
Sufpended hangs— to thine fix wariors more 
ShalLjoin their dauntlefs names. 

ORONTES. 

Let inftant lotsf 
Decide the combatant ; or rather fix. 
Without the chance of lots, Orontes' fword, 
"Which here he tenders, vowing front Pharn^es 
To tear his recent fpojls^ and to the manes 
Of your Polemon fbed his life^ or fall 
Himfelf a vidim, happy in the applaufe 
Of his lov'd fovereign, and his country's tears: 

Enter A R S E T E S; 

ARSETES. 

Termit me, fir, fince time with rapid wing 
Now mocks my ftay, to waken your remembrance 
That caird by fate to other ties which honour, 
Which duty muft •enforce, Arfetes now 
Prepares to l^ave the court, relu£lanf leave 
That court, where Lycomedes' royal hand 
Sheds lavifh honours on his poor defert. 

LYCOM*EDES. 
Yet ere thou goeft, thy valour that has long 
SuftainM our arms, may add one labour more^ 
For ftill methinks, Arfetes, would my foul 
Detain thee here ^ but fate^ I know not why^ 
In thee from Lycomedes tears a hero, 
Whom next Orontes he efteem'd his fon> 
This very now, ere thy arrival hcrt 

A chal^eh|^ 
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A tfhallcngci was decided to dare Pharnaces 
To finglc fight— Orontes, 'midft the lift ' 
Of noble candidates for fame, demands 
The glorious peril, let us add to thefe 
Arfetes' name, and inftant lots decide 
The champion fated on his venturous fword 
To bear Bithynia's vengeance — ^ 

ARSETES. . 

' " [afide] Ha ! what means 

My wayward deftiny ! * ' - 

ORONTES. 

Behold the champion 
Thy choice feledls— fee, Lycomedes, fee, 
Sufpenfeis on his brow^^ this the man 
Whofe arms fo oft— — 

ARSETES.' 

Yes, ^tis the roan, Orontes f 
Who fought Bithynia*s battles, he whofe forge ■ 
But I am calm. — No, Lycomedes, think not 
I ihrink from honour's trial-^fliould .the lot 
Bring forth Arfetes' name — believe me, fir, 
Whate'er Pharnaces— I alone perhaps 
Am doom'd his vi£tor, when the world fhall gwa 
That what Pharnaces was, is then Arfetes. 

LYCOMEDES. 

Enough, enough^ — thy zeal, Otontes, here T 

Prompts thee too far j nor thou Arfetes, becfl ' 
Orontes' eager warmth — to dare beyond 
The level of mankind, and bravely reach 
At virtue's height,^ is all that human firmneft 

Can boaft her own Succefs, enthron'd above,^ 

jBeyond a mortal's power, by Heaven alone ' 

• • F Com- 
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Commiffion'd, crowns the deed-^novf let ns henoef 
The lots once drawn^ fooa as the fated mora • 
Afcends the fteep to gild the turret's height. 
Our knight ihall wait tlie fignal. 

lEx0mt Lye* Ten md Oron* 

AKSETESy alow. 

Deity 
Of blind events ! — fay, whither wouldft thou lead 
Pharntices now ?— yet let me once again 
Behold my Cleonice, then forfake 
This fatal realm, no more a feign'd ally 
To tread with hoftile ftep Bithynia's court. 

Enur CLEONICE. 

She comes— once more 'tis given me to addre6 
My Cleonice — *midft furrounding perils 
Yet happy, if I once again can poor 
My foul's, full anguifh here— 

CLEONICE. 

Alas f Arfetes, 
What ihall I fay ? how fpeak my bofom's tumult f 
I fear too much* I wrong'd thee; tho' our fate 
Can ne'er unite us,, yet I feel my heart 
Will never caft Arfetes from the throne 
Where LoVe had ptac'd him. 

ARSETES- 

O ! thou moit unkind f 
What had I done to merit ! — when my foul 
With anguifh ble d' ■ ■ ■ 

CLEONICE. 

• • • • 

. Alas ! I thougftf th^ ^« 
And tho' I ;knew thou novej; could'^ be fBipc>: . 

I could 
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I couM not bear another fhould receire 

That I0V69 which once. I deem'd was mine alone* 

ARSETES. 

Another Cleonice ! is there then 
. Amidft the blooming circle of your iex 
A maid whofe charms — ^ttrhat treacherous tongue has dar'd 
Traduce my faith ? ■ * 

CLEONICE. 

The king and Teramenes 
Declared your purpofe to efpoufe Arftnoe ; 
Eir'd at the thought, my rafli ungovern'd temper 
Thou know** the reft.: 

ARSETES. 

• 

Forbear, I know too much : 
For this, then CQuId*ft unheard condetnn the man 
That lives not but in thee; bid the fame .breath 
That warm'd my love to rapture, like a froft 
Nip every bloilbm of my future hopes !^— • 
Thou never lov'dft 

CLEONICE. 

Then wherefore am I wretched? 
Unjuft Arfetcs ! give me back, ye powers. 
That bleft indifference, when as yet this pultb 
Had never learnt to beat, thefe nerves to tremble 
With fl^ar, fufpenfe, with all the nametefs train 
That baniih peace for ever—— In Orontes 
I viewed a Prince, to whom paternal care 
Had pledgM my nuptials ; til! a ftranger's virtues 
Drove every thought from Cleonicc's breaft 
Of intereft or ambition — ftill remember 
I will*— I would i^tain the inbred dignity 
That fuits the daughter of Bkfaynia's Ung.-^-**- 

F z Enough, 
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Enough, Arfetes, that my foul has ftoopM 
To own her weaknefs— yet fince cruel Fate 
Forbids >our union, when thy heart fele^s 
Another love, may every happinefs 
That cr6wns the fondeft p^ir 

ARSETES, 

O f never, never ! 
This bofom traitor to its firft 

CI/EQNICE. 

The king • 



Enter LYCOMEDES. 

LYCOMEDES. 
Well doft thou hpnour here the man whofe fword 
May turn the tide of viftory— my daughter^ 
Behold Arfetes, now decreed to meet 
In combat with Pharnaces— know, the lots 
Of fate are drawn ; our fame is in thy hands ; 
Thou art our champion. 

ARSETES. 

Since the will of deftiny 

* 

Seals me thy warrior ; tijl the morn diflTolves 
The truce with Pontus, let me from the court 
Awhile retire, on fomething that concerns 
My weal, my honour — when the blufli of dawn 
Shall ftrike the altar on the foreft's edge 
To Mars devoted, there thy guard (hall find 
A champion arm'd to meet Bithynia's foe, 
If Artabafus' fpn accept the war. 

LYCOMEDES. 
Till then the hours be all thy own— —Nor claims 
3ithynia, or Bithynia's king, from the^v . . 

But 
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B-ttt what befits thy honour— (hould fuccefs 

Attend our hero's arms, thefe walls (hall ring 

With joyful paeans, and to crown the day - . - 

With jubilee, the day that fets \i$ ffee 

From fuch a foe, Orontes to the altar 

Shall lead his Cleonice; and the gariands 

Of Hymen's triumphs mingle with the palms ' . * ' 

Which viflory difplays — The important hour . y^^- ' 

Demands my counfel hence-*-tiU next we meet, . . 

Farewell— and /hould Pharnaces, fway'd by virtue^ 

Accept our challenge-r-may Polemon's death 

Sit on thy lanc^ — a mother's grief and' death 

lEdge thy keen faulchion, and a father's fuilerixigs ... 

Infufe new (pirit in the day of fight, . 

That cv^ry eye may view with teanof trahfport ' : ^' 

Arfetes' laurelsr aiid Bithynia's ^glbry .! . J[EMim 

• » • ( ^ - 

*■ y * 

■ I •■ 
. CLEONICE, AJISETES. 

CLEONICE. 

[paufe) Yet is there more ! O, no ! my fateMa Jofig 

Frown'd in the-diftant profpe<3 — now the vifion 

Draws near, and mifery with rapid fpeed . , ' 

Rides on the advancing hour — thy life, Arfetes, 

Expos'd to peril in to-morrow's field 

Excites each fear— for thee my prayers (hall pierce 

Jove's awful throne ; yet muft thy vidory * * ' "'■ 

Doom me a wretch for ever — ^led to grace 

Thy triumph in Orontes' h^^ted bands ! 

Yet be it fo — fjate, honour, virtue, all . ' " 

Demand this facrifice ! — and (hould the event 

Of battle crown thee with the vigor's wreath^ 

And ftill Bithynia's vows, detain thee here^ 

Arfino^ be thy. bright, thy dear reward—^ 

She 
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She loves thee, my AHetcs*— yes^-^O HoLr&n f 
Why dd I wcep-^et faer >eftyyr tl^tt haf^intCt 
Whkh Cleonicse gtiw m. . ■ ■ ■■ 

ARSETES. 

StiU thM fejtow'ft not 
What fate haryct rB6rv>'d-*-tiie eftfuing combat 
May cle^r a myfteirjr, which till now compellM 
iAy Meedifkg heart ba«t lsc{^ fiom atl—from thee F 
Then by each paft, now hopelefs hour of Icvt, 
Still ftetiA in thy breaft the gentle flame 
AJ^Ietes kindled, till the expeffasd fun 
Sets 0n the batde't fate ; etir tee ptriiaps 
iiang$ on the eqmt balanc^-^Cleonice 
Wiil neVr refufe thefe momenta to Atk^ : 
Tkoiiknsw'ft Aot^riist I foA Amt thee, my fdol 
littbours beneath a lood'crf^^ beaut anguiili $ 
While danger, ambulh'd in a thoufand forms. 
Waits every ftep, and thf eat» my way with rtiin, 

CLIONICE. 

'fhaahM&frmml'^'j Arfetes; andwhate^r' 
The fatelul birth that waits to^ be difelos'd. 
My love (ball hope the event ■ ■ 

ARSETES. 
Th^ d^ declines^ 
^ini warns mi^bcnee — r- 

CLEONIGE. 

(D>Haavea! weaMctrnormore 
nil that eventful time ! yet go, Arfetes ; 
Go whitheff giegry caQsr«*-lIear^ every Poster ! 
Raife o'ei; faos^bBad' the. bnidder of defence. 
Pluck from thahoftiie haad tiie nefve <tf ftwngtb. 
And brijig hiot^ viftoir h6iaie«»-iKir let a tear - 

3 From 
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Fxom Cleonlce ftain At houtf A$t ^ve$ 

Btthynia iafe^y, and Arfettfs fame ! [Exii* 

Methiaks my pulfe more qukJdy beikts', ittA dl 
My fpirits roufe, ds dearer to the goal 
Verges nay fate. 

Enter AG I^HOtL. 

ARSBTES. 
Ajgenor! 

AGENOR* 

O, my friend ! 
Refle£l what perils hover ibund $ fooie God 
(Forgive me, prinee !) thftt frowns uponovir rafiyififi^' 

Ha$ form'd die labyrimb tlM threatens n^w^^^^*^ 

This combat by the king proposM ■ ■ 

ARSETES. 

O, wherdbktr 
Did not Orontes mark the champion's lot. 
Then Fate, perhaps— -But yet, my friend, this figh^ 
This myftic fight, may wodc ibme means to unhtvel 
The knot of deftiny— The hour now prefles j. 
The herald foon will feek my father^s camp. 

AGENOR. 
Then tet as hence !-^The warlike troops of Pontur 
Impatient wait to (be their prince return^; 
Wbofe glories won in diftant cHmeis, attrad 
Each liftenii^g ear, while every ibldier. Warm 
With expeAation, pants to view that face 
Where Mars propitious in* life's opening prime 
With youthful graces blends the viAar^s finile^— — 
Your ft Acr too-^— 

ARSS. 
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. ARSETES* 

- I feel, I feel it here? 

The godlike, virtuous ardor ! yes, Agenor^ 
' My foul is up in surms-^^methinks I fee • ' ' 

Good Artabafus darting thro' the ra'nks 
His ardent looks— methinks I hear him chide^ 
With fond paternal warmth, hi$ tardy fon. 
Now, pn his reverend cheek,* where age begins 
To fhed its filver honours, ftands the tear 
Of tendernefs, while all the parent longs » 
To fee thofe features ripening into manhood. 
Which laft he vicw'd in early bloom ■ I hear 
The fhout of charging holUI the neigh of fteeds ! 
The battle joins^ and no Pharnaces there ! 

Now dagger ftalks around,, and Artabafus 

Diftra(^ing thought ! fly, fly my beft Agenor^ 

Fly to redeem our fame, and fave a father ! . [Exeunt^ 

SCENE, another apartment. 

, £»/i?r 0RONTES a«i ZOPYRUS. 

ZOPYRUS. 

Compofe yourfelf, my lord. 

ORONTES, 

Zopyrus, never— t 
W^s it for this I deem'd his abfence near. 
And now behold him with Orontes join'd 
In glory's lift— riay more, by partial fortune 
Declared Bithynia's champion ! — Should he fall, . 
He leaves a name in arms to cope with mine ! 



^ ■'■ 



But fhould he conquer ! — Hell is in that thought ! 
Who knows, Zopyrus ! — whither may the king's 
Too partial views incline ? — The kingdom freed 



From 
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From fuch a foe-^iP«lemo«i'8 death rcveitg'd'^^*-*^ 
he may, piff haps^ fofgQt-«»The crpwn, Zopyms^ 
That miftMis of my foulv * ^ ^/vAiicb ambition _ * 
Points every aim^ tti^y gi:acc t ftranger*« tjxowl . 

• What fays Orpntes ? 

• ■ 

ORbNTES. 

• . - - ' 

. Till* xight wn rhighi reach 
His life-^-bpt policy forbids mj hatried 
To bla^je abrpad — ^The matjy blindly dote ^ 
On hiih thpy fcarcely koow-r-w-^opyrus^ /peafef j 

Art thou lAy friend ? — ^ . . ^ " . 

Hold— let me think^— ^Orontei 
Bears ho{ th« qow^f d's. fcruplfs-r-tbere is yc^ - 
Perhaps a way 






JPaufe not, but fpeak- 



k < ' 



Arfetcs multirdt HiHSw-^T-aQnrtflHit «i€ Wori;*''-^^' * ' 
He dies;^ and 4i^^i3^'hi>-daii meet Pharnanes I 

"^ OROi^TES. ' 

__ ,. •fail.**.*' •.,,« jt. . -''J ••- '• 

But how? 

ZOPYRUS. 

Thou knpw'ft that I command the guard 
To efcort Arfetes from the fane of Mars 
To meet Pharnaces ^ from a defperate bandf 
The pow^r o"f gold, and vafl: reward, fliali fingle 
A chofeh few^ that at a fignal giv^n 

Q Shall 
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Shall rid yoinr*(buI of every fear in bim : 
And more to blind fufpicion's eye» their arms^ 
Their vefts fhall feem of Pontus* troops : die deed^ 
£iFe£ted once^ the enfu^g fight (hall iee 
Thefe tools of our great enterprife expos'd 
Full in the front of flaughter, that in heat 
Of onfet they may fall, and in their fall 
Mock all difcovery. 

ORONTES. 

Come to my breaft f 
By heaven it ripens well— Then ^ when he's dead. 
We lead the troops to well feigned vengeance {—-Say 
Where lies the force of Pontus I 

ZOPYRUS. 

Stationed near 
Bithynia^s bounds, that thrice an arrow'is ffi^bc 
May reach their outmoft guard. 

ORONTES. 

Now, hated rival i 
How triumph for a moment— My revenge 
Prepares fuch greeting, never more thy deeds 
Shall ihine to vulgar eyes— on proud Arfetes 
Death foon fiuU clofe his everlafting gate^ 
While life ta me difplays the glorious path 
That leads tne darmg mind to fame and en\pire» 



EKD OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE, A» open place in the city» 

ORONTES, aJtme. 

WHENCE is this fecming weight? (hake oS. 
my fou]| 
This lethargy, aiid be again Oronttt. 
The truce is ended — all is fafe — Arfetes 
Accepts our challenge— and ere this Arfetes 

Waits at the foreft's edge How flowly night 

Has draggM her courfe ! at length the day returns 
To lift his beams upon thofe eyes, that never 

Muft view his fetting iplendor See! the king!- ■ " - 

Diffimulation, fpread thy iubtleft fnares. 
Teach me to timufe the fond credulity 
Of eafy fools, with fhew of what my heart 
Difdains to feel-^ but hold 

Sntet LYCOMEDES, attenJed. 

J.YCOMEDES. . 

Yon' orient fun, 
That^ glancing from, the dewy mountain, fhed.s 
The day-fpring's early bluihes, on this morn 
Shines with redoubled luftre ; on this morn. 
That gives Arfetes to the field of fame 
Our empirt^s champion*^-*— O, my beft Orqptcs I 
This hour, methinks, the hand of Heaven once mon^ 
On deflj^y's eternal page begins 

G a Topnrojl 
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To enroll Bithynia's honours Speak, ynjr fot\ f 

Thy generous foul, now wrapt with glory, pant^ 
To fliare Arfetps' (hviger. '-p 

OkONTES. 

Lycomedes^ 
I own nly fpirlt rbuzes at the call 
Of martial conflift 5 yet, forbid it, Heaven ! 
My heart, impell'd by envy, {hould repine 

To view another's honours-^ by the hand 

Of Mars, the patron o^ my V^rs, I fwear* * - 
There's not a breaft would feel Of Ontfes- j6y^ 
To hear the fate my ardent hope divined 
This morn awaits the glories of Arfetes,. . 

LYCOMED£S. 

. -J 

O truly gre9t ! — nor think thy noble (yioti 
Shall ufelefs deep ^ no — ihoujd the great ev«ii( 
Thy foul forebodes^ attend Arfetes* valour, ; 
ThyfelfwithTcramenesjoiri'd, fiiall pofyr 
Our eager thoufands on the troops difmay'd. 
Of Pontus : Areas iball arrive to join . 

pur glorious arms ; and. univerfal vidkory 
plap her glad wings — then every happy wreath^ 
That hope had fornS^4* fi^^U d^<k tke/b toJKy t^mples^ 
^nd choral virgins hymn Bjthynia's bands 
Jleturn'd in triumph horte? Our Tbralnenes, 
Already now, in pomp of martial pride. 
Leaves thefc glad walls,' anJfwells ^ith waP< deep notes 
The foldieft ardor, while the plated mail 

Heaves on each bofom- 

*■'■'■■■■ . . . . • . . 

Mnier CLEONICE^ atUndtd. 

O, my Cleonice I 
Ag(; noyr, vrith backward gaiie, on bftmory's piiuz^ 

|lev4ve$ forgotten honours— ^^Say, my child j 

♦ *' ">■- •' • V ■ '^- • ■"•' • • • • •■-' ': . ; "•'••■ Own$ 
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Owns not thy heart a nocH thaj| tfV^mafiV feelings 
pn tbia eventful mpnaent!*-*^— ^ 

CtEpN'iCl. • 

y^, itiy foul 
Expaads to greater hopes-^^^ch other thdught 
fiow flecps neglcfted— while tfie mfghtier claimi 
Of filial duty and my tountry?^ !6rc 

PofTefs me whole the noble mind diat clFa#^- 

Its boafted lineage froni>^.rai:« of kings ; 

Pf kings, ttip facted delegafea 4>f Heayed .; 

JShould banilb^irery felfift v'kn^ that tends not • ' - ^ 

To wide diffufive good-r-r-Oh ! fhould the hand 

Df prpfperous fortune mark this happy day. 

What thoufands then will hail with rapture's voice 

Arfetes' bleft return !— T^for this eyenjt 

^ t , ■ . . 

Old age (hall lift his wrinkled palms in praife^ 
The Wrgin's tear^ fball yanifl^ mto (miles ^ . . . 
Redoubled Warmth (hall nerye the foldief *s arm | 
Till cMqiMft (yrell the bfeath of fame to ipread 
Bithynia's dceds^ and lift her name to Heaven 1. 

(dead march at a dt/iafUi* 

LYCOMEDES. 

Whence is that found ? the mart»al fymphpny 
With Teramenes !■ tbefe are other (trains 
Than joy or viftory !— i— i. 

CLE ON J CE. .:, : 

The- notes <rf for row ! — — 
^nd npt|f • tis filence all \—(muftc) Again ! 

ORONTES. • 

\ 

I 

My heart- 
|3eats high with anxiptjis hope and fear. (oJiJe\ 
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LYCOMEDES, 

Orohtes ! 
What do I fee ! thefe agedeyo diftinguifh 
A martial train with low inverted pikes. 
And banners tr^il'd to earth !— ;:; — and hark! more nea^ 
Methinks I b^ deep murttiyrs of .diftrefs. 
And mingled groans, that peal in fancy's ear 
Arfetes' name ! — ^r 

CLEONICE* 
Arfetes !— *-look, my father^ 
The low-hang trophy and the dufty arms ■ 

-- - ' -• ' 

[Enter inprocej^n a troop of foldUrSy to a dead marcb^ 

eiumcing Jltnuly from the further end ofthejiage : firji 

m eeinpany trailing their lances and trophiet iii the dujt^ 

then the helmet^ Jhieldy and lance of Arfetes, borne hy 

two Jildiers', next Teramencs,; and lajl a bier with a 

Jiod boifyy covered with a mantle^ the foldiers bearing 

branches of typrefs anipalm : the procejjion advancing 

towards the front of the Jiage^ haliSy and tie mujic 

eeafes,'] 

* 

CLEONICE, advancing towards the trophies. 

Ha ! fure I know that creft ! That buckler's orb 
Blaz'd with Arfetes' honours ! » ■ 

LYCOMEDES. 

Teramenes, 
Whence is this dreadful pomp of death ? 

TERAMENES. 

I cannot——* 

I cainnot fpeak ! O^ royal fir, behold 

Bithynia's champion ! broken is the lanoe 
Of ivai, the genius of the battle faints ! 
Arfetes is no niore !«i«i-*}Q 1 there he lies 
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Pak from the hand of fate, na m«re to wake 
To fame, to virtue, or Bithynia*s caufe. 

(Clcomce /aintSn 
LYCOMXDES. 
My daughter I-7-Heaven ! why am I thus unmoved I 
When age, unffecling, finks not with the ftrojw 
That now perhaps— But (he revives— remove her 
From this heart -bieSiking fcenc."-— 

CLEONICE. (recov£ring.) . 

Yet hold — forbear— »-^ 
Ye fliall not tear me hence— defpair and grief ' 
Now freeze my feat of life $ the dreadful tidings 
^hall load each pa0ing gale, and every virgin, 
Whofe breaft has known the agonies of love, 
Lamexit With me, and mark this day with horror { \ 

I.YCOMEDES. 
What means my daught^ ! , _ ._.... 

GLEONiCE. 

'Pardon, Lycomcdesj 
Orontes, pardon — to diflemble furdier 
Were infult to his corfc — I loy'd Arfc^tes, 
And I avow my flame—-—— 

0RO.NTES, 

In all, my rival ! (^^* 

LYCOMEDES. 

Unhappy girl ! — yet think not I will chi4e j 
I feel thy anguifb here ?!— — 

TERAMENE.S.. ..- .! r 

Wljerc now h faiith J ^ 
Where royal truft in princes I^whifc Arfetes ' 

Thus falls a facrifice to murderous treafon. 
And ends his life by an affalEn's fword ! 
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LYCOMEDES. 
H? ! mur<]erM, Teratnerres ! 

ORONTES. 

Speak; relale 
Each horrid circumftancc t— — 

TERAMENES, 

ThpM knavf*{kp Arfetci 
Directed, that Zopyrus might attend 
Two fiours from dawning day at Mars*s altar: . , 
But ere th' appointed time, a band of ruffians 
Attack^ the haplefs youth ; in vain his valour 
Opposed their fury ; covered o'er with WQunds, 
Senfelefs he fell ; but when Zopyrus came 
And aflcM, with tears, the aflaffin's name, his eyes 
Then nearly clos'd, he rais'd,- and nmrmurM fotth 
Pharnaces' name, and died'f ' 

ORONTE8. (if/tJe.) 

< ' ' Be firm, my foul, • 

And hide thy fecrcttritimph? ' 

'' LYCOMEDES. 

*Tis enough f 
Pbarnaces !— Artabafus 1 — Gpds, I thank you ! -r— - 

CLEONIpE- 

I weep. oqt. now— 9iy heart would f^a affjim^ 
The cruel firmnefs of unfeeling woe ! 
Arfetes murder*d ! murder'd by Pharnaces f 
Where, where was juftioc; where the guardian p<^wef» 
That watbh o^cr yiitut l-*-Yet, it will not be— *— 
My refolutidA' mek»5 «(nd N«Cureipey» • - - 
This &xedmm^^n^itki9 Affelcs* memory 1^ 



\ 



LYCOMEDES. 

My child, my Cleonice^ in^^hy forrows 
A king and father fhare — ^for pray^s and te^n " 
Are all an old man's weapons : ,hoaiy a^e^ 
That breaks the vigour of Alcides, leaves 
l^hefe idle fineVirs ufelefs as the arms 
Of female wq^Jmefs ! 

CLEONICE. 

^yhy, jeternal Powers ! 
Why is npt courage given. to fVfqman ? fli^U not 
Refentment brace our fe'x's f(?eble arm ! 
I feel, -I.(iBel it now— my bofom f^vells 

With fury^ with diftra<f!tipn ^See Polcmpnt 

A bleeding facrifice !-;— lo ! ntrX my mother 
In death's cpnvjulflve pangs, apd lafl ^rfetes^ 
The murder'd vi<9:im of tfie ,worft of foes ! 

LYCOJidEDEi 

Hear, mighty Jove ! and, fepd thy dread. viciegereilt 
To weigh in ecjual fcales tjie deeds of men ! 
See, Cleonice— -fee where Artabafus 
Shrinks in tlje awful trial ! — foon, my daughter. 
Vengeance fhall re^ her bloody creft — Pharnaces 
Shall pay the forfeit of his deed. 

CLEO^JCiE. 

VTis fhere • 

%JV?J?P?l<>?^'Sanjtrj^nj5h ^ 

.{l^re the bier is brought foriJuard.} 
Lycomedes, 
Thou know*ft my .weaknefs'-^hcn permit me he*e 
To pay p^e .ffo wrnfiiLtribgf e-T we 1^ lo^k^ , 
To poor Arfetcs ! ^ 

(advancing towards the bier.) 

H LYCO- 



$0 CLEONICE: 

LYCOMEDES. 

Hold ! my Cleonice, 

It is too much forbear ! the nearer view 

May ftart thee into frenzy* 

CLEONICE. 

No, my father, 
I can — I will fupport it — (approaching the body) 
this Arfetes ! 

Is this Bithynia's triumph ! See the mantle 

That wraps his day-cold limbs, the fatal prefent 

Of Cleonicc's hand ! O, my Arfetes? 

Pale, .pale and lifelefs ! — murderous flaves f — O where. 
Where are thofe eyes that ihed their beams of love 
On Cleonice ! where thofe lips that wak'd 
The heart- felt tendernefs ! — Diilra£lion f — Hear me^ 
O Heaven! — Arfetes, hear! — while thus I clafp 
Thy fenfelefs corfe, while yet thy fpirit hovers 
O'er thy cold clay, in pity to our forrows f 
O never (hall thefe eye-lids know repofe. 

This breaft be ftill'd to comfort never — never . 

Till this accurs'd Pharnaces Ha!— look there ! 

Th* exulting murderer triumphs !— Stay, Pharnaces— • 
Fly nof — -behold, he bleeds !— ; — fee there the dread 
Tribunal met, where Minos lifts the urn 
His juftice fhall avenge my dear Arfetes ! [Exiu 

LYCOMEDES. 

Her griefs are wild — attend and footh her forrows. 

(to attendants J as they go eut» 

i 

ORONTES* 

Tears are but wcwnan's tribute— to the foldier 
A foldier pays far other dues— -Arfetes 

Demands 
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Demands Bithynia's gratitude-. — Here reft 
Your honour'd load, while on the cold remains 
Of this lamented chiefs Orontes vows 
An offering to his (hade— ^ — O ! Sir, permit me 
To fecond, with my own, the foldier's zeal. 

« 

LYCOMEDES. 

Thou art my age*$ hope, the ftay on which 
My kingdom leans — take all thy courage claims^ 
Go— lead the troops to arms* 

ORONTES. 

This fword, that oft 
Has fought my fovereign's caufe, again unflieath'd, 

Thirfts for the blood of Pontus -Yes, I fee, ^ 

I fee the genius of Arfetes lead 

The embattled fquadrons, while his fpirit ftill 

Breathes in each breaft, and marks the foe for vengeance. 

LYCOMEDES. 

Be it our care to pay the laft fad rites 

To loft Arfetes -to the clouds afcend 

His funeral flame, and call the Gods to witnefs 
Our grateful tribute to ttie chief we mourn j 
Then in a facred vafe fele£t with care 
His dear remains, to pbce them near the urn 
Where the lov*d relics of Polemon, borne 
A mournful trophy, ever in our fight. 
Feeds ftill our grief, and minifters the gale 
That blows the fmother'd flame of -deep revenge ! 

[Exeunty the precejifion going off in order. 
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I 

i)i c £ ^6 N I c ti 

S e E *^ Ev J^ />H^iy^ dpdrtnim\^ 
Enter ORONTES ^^/'ZOPYRUS^^ 

O'ftONTES. 

Deftru£^ion to my hopes I what Gods averfe 
Could blaft my fortune further F— tan'ft be \ 
Zopyrus— 2(11 ouTt fchedes aborti^re thus \ 
What he, w^boM Kfekftf tkiif the city ttit\km^ 

Js not Arfetes^ Arfetcs and Phamacesi 

The fame—— 

ZOPYRUS, 

TKere' is no* room for doubt — the tablets 
Found on the veftnients of the flairi ^nK;;nb^riJ^ 
Confirm the important trutli. 

QRONTES. 

Unthinking wi!etch ! 
A thpufand proofs recur, that fpeak too plain-7— 
pis birth conceard--fiirpfiiei?heh Lycomedes 
J>ropos'dthe combat with the prince— diftraSion! 
A turn Uke this may fruftrate all ! — it teen(is 

With tenfold ruin \ — Cleojiice's love "^ 

< .. . , 

To this Arfetes ftarts another train 

Qi galling doabes What's to be done ? 

ZOPYRUS. 

AlreAly 
The foldier paints liAp'iWim 6!A tte cdgef 
Of battle— Wh6 tixi tffl t*hB evtrtf ? PfettflaceJi 
May fail,' ihi cMWlhf y^f ^t'ifti. 

CrftONtES; 

But ftill the chance 
Qf war t$ ever doubtful— —Gould we draw 



Phajr. 



Pharnac* ffdid' flie fiWiUltr dPfW figHf, 
The tufted grove,^ tfhat l^^Jfe^fe faiicf df MiT^,'^ 
Might hide an afttibtrfPd foT<5?, t&m&tit^ cWd^ 
Our foe i* m^ ^Srmibrv. 

'Tis a thought 
e itfelf infpire5> 

. ORONTES. 

- Zopyrds; go';i 
Inflame the foldiers with Arfetes* name. 
That name fhall feCttrtfl 6d*r cfe%ix~f hafte 
To lefid them ia thfe. fidd—away— - [£;if/V Zopyrus. 

. . . .• _ ^ • 

' Afcend, 

Black Mifchief, child of hell, from the dire gfoom 

Of burning Acherorf, wh^nUe pcJrfTdyV «» 

AflaiHnation, treafen^ (n&mes that (bake 

The coward foul) breathy forth iofpiring aid 

To vaft Ambition^ at whofe dazzling (hrine 

Orontes ever bends-*-! feel,- I feel 

The f^cred in'flueiicehere'^If Fortune yet 

Affift my arms, in fight Pharnaces falls 

An open vi£timi but if ftill ayer(e 

3he thwart my glorious aiiQs» what force denms,' 

Deep covert guile fhall give -, and all my fears 

Pe hufib^y for ever itt I^hirii^ k(^. [Exit. 

SCENE, Sh camp of Artabafus. 

J^nter ARTA9ASU&4»gf i*lf ARI^ACfeS, 

Al^TABAStJS: 
Yes, my Pharnaces,, my fiill bofom heaves . . 
With all a fatfier*s fcefings--every God 

That 
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That knows the tranfport here, receive isy vows 
Of gratitude and praife : thy bleft return 
Each year Ihall chronicle ; on that glad day 
The hallowed fanes ihall grateful incenfe breathe 
To thofe high powers, whofe providental care 
Relieved my anxious fears— Pharnapes lives ! 
In fafety lives, clafp'd in thefe arms of fondnefs ; 
Yet I could chide— for O ! refled, my fon. 
How I have fufier'd in thy painful aBfence, 
Could'ft thou fo, far forget — — 

PHARNACES. 

O, royal fir ! 
Believe me, while Ifwear, that oft the fon 
Reproached the lover; oft I fympathiz'd 
With Artabafus. 

ARTABASUS. 

Tho' to partial nature 
The warmer fallies of ungovern'd youtb^ 
Ere long experience turns the page of life. 
Are venial errors, yet thy ra&nefs here 
Startles belief— What perils haft thou Ycap'd ! 
What deathful fnares ! perhaps, a fate like his^ 
Whom all Bithynia for Arfetes mourns* 
Thou faidft it was Araxes— — • 

PHARNACES. 

*Twas Araxes, 
Whofe mien znd near refemblance to your fon 
AiBfted my de%n — When at my fuit 
You gave confent to accept Arfetes' challenge, 
I trufted to Araxes' breaft my fecret, 
Difguis'd him in the veft and arm? I wore. 



When 



A T R A G B D Y. 55 

When 'midft Bithynia's fquadrdns, with deiign 

Himfelf fhould for Arfetes' wage the combat, ' 

Inftru£ted firft to yield himfelf my prifoner : 

From hence I hop'd to plan fome happy means 

Of peace, by conference open'd with the foe* 

But this diftrefsful fate^^ myfterious Heaven 

Has caft on poor Araxes, baffles all ; 

And leaves me loft, uncertain whither points 

This deed, or what inhuman breaft defign'd it, /. 

ARTABASUS. 

Swear, my Pharnaces, nevermore to tempt « 

Our hoftile Gods in Lycomedes' court, 
Nor give that life to hazard, which thy father 
Would ranfom with his own. 

PHARNACES. (ineels.) 

By this reverM, 
This awful hand, Pharnaces vows to facrifice 
His all to filial duty, every a£l 
Of his fucceeding life fhall fpeak the fon ; 
And O ! if Fate requires ! even Love itfelf 
Shall bleed a vidiim at the ihrine. 

ARTABASUS. 

Think not 
That Artabafus will condemn the love 
That honour fandifies — for Cleonice, 
If ever Rumour's tongue can claim belief. 
She merits all you feel— Nay, more, my foul 
Could witnefs Lycomedes' regal virtues. 
Did not ambition, that excefs of kings. 
That thirft of widen'd empire, that loo far 
Inibir'd his early reign, now, even in age 

Impel 



^6 C 1^ E 9 N -I C E,: 

Impel him to un(heath invafion's fword. 
The king, who, urg'd by partial ^Ipry, breaks 
The facred ties th^t link afocial yrprid. 
Should boaft no more fhe image, of thpfe Qqj(Is, 
Whofe wide benevolence ,e,xtcnds o'er ^11 ! 

Still, ftill my hopes, wi^fond prefumption, 'form'4 
Ideal fcenes of^happinefs—— Could ^Peace, 
With outftretch^ arms, embrace the warring tnations. 
Could Lycomedes Ijiafp^p^e jCelf-^ui^e finrit, 
InformM his foe Pharnaces, and his once 
BelovM Arfetes— ^Yet i dare, my father, 
Boaft a foft advocate in Cleonice. 

ARTAJ^^SrP;?. 

O my Pharpa^es, ;^hatr9anj(il|^l-d}ity 

With him th^t loves, and loves like Artabafus ! 

Ere day can yield to night, a trufty herald 

Shall to Bithynia's king, try every art 

Of eloquence, to bend his foul to terms 

That fit the kjng and father — ^Grant it, "Heaven ! 

The day that fees my lov*d Pharnaces happy. 

Gives Artabafus all— -Then clofe, ye Powers, 

. Life*8 anxious fceoips^ sjrf kt^me.fl^^ in peace m 

[Alarum andjbout. 
Whence is that noife ? . , 

» 

£«/«- AGENOR, hisJwtrdJravm. 

cTa Stems,, .my, li£ge,.cthe foe^ 
Led by Orontes, :ijffiuiiig.fjKMn tJietoivp, 

Advances on <mr «nBp,r-rr- 

PHAft- 
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PHARNACES. 

Orontes !—— Heaven 
Has heard Pbamaces' pnyer^My lord, my fatjier^ 
My foul's on fire, and pants to meet in field 
My hated rival ! 

• « 

ARTABASUS. 

• * 

Go, Agenor; bear 
Our inftant orders to the troops, to range * 
Their ferried files— —Phamaces Ifcads them on 
To fight — to viflory-^— ' 

PHARNACES. , 

Hear, God of Arms ! 
Whofe finiles have gracM my earlieft youth—O hear 
This laft requeft^Still in Pharnaces breathe ' 

The ipirit of the war !*— ^ 

ARTABASUS. V* 

Thy ardor wakes . 
My youth again— Hear now, a father's vpice; 
With thy ^oyng genius, lead him thro' ;he ms^^e ^ i 
Of dangerous battle, that tfaefe eyes may trace . j 

His fearlefs ikps, behold his brandiQi'd fword - , \ 
Shine fQrth:)the guardian.of a n^ition's honour i : .t -, 
And, while his arm afierts his country's caufef. 



Aflert the common rights of all mjpkjnd^ 
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• . . , 

SCENE, A» apartmeni an the ftmrnii of a 
timer ^ commanding a prpfpe£i of the fields witboui 
tbi walls. Xwo urns on two pedejials. 

... » .1. '. ';. 

CLEONICE5 f/a«*.v^ : 

O Night ! that fooa wilt ftretch oblivion's wing 
O'er nxany a wretch^ drive on the lagging flxadca 
And cloffJ ^e day's dire . horjors I-r-r-tho' to me 
Sleep brings, no refuge, jfet c^ngenia^i glponi 
Befits my anguifli — five rcvdlying years ; 

Thy fenfelefs afhes intbcirpejiQcfi^ cJ^clHng 
Have every day, Polcmon, wak'(i remembrance. 
And oft received the tribdtityjr ifeafs. 
But here's' i fttoke* furpaffiiigf aH-^ArfctC8 
Shrunk to thhs'nafrowfpacrF-^-at early ikffn 
He tower'd in awns' ■ ■ . a KttSe-hourhc'by 
A breathleft corfe^ and here iis '(W femains 
Warm from ditt f^iteiial: 4d^nEle; aM cli^^d fbr^c^^ 

' E^tcr ■aRSI,KOE. V , .'. ', 
If thott bring'lt comf^l, fpeak ! ' 

ARSINOE. 

Alas ! my friend, 

I know it not fince from the walls my father 

Led forth hts foltewers, to feipport the attack 
Of brave Orontes on the foe, fufpenfe ' 
Has dwelt on all — the citizens affrighted 
Hearken to every found, that whifpers aught 

i Of 
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Of fight or vi^tgiyr^ .... ; (Jifimxt alarm.) 

^ CLpONIck 

Sure 'tis the diftagt iiiuotjut qf the fight 
That fwells yjpon the„wju|id>,aodifee4 Affin$i^ . 
Ere yet the Oiade of eveninjg faintly fpreads 
O'er the dun fields, ite thro' the dufty whirl 
The flaOi oif arms— ^ 

A'RSINOE.- • " 
B'ut hark ? fbdnc hdFy fdot 
Sounds on the fteps that lead to this feCefi ;' 

! let me fly, aitd eafemy beating heart 

For Teramcnes' fafery f {M^U 

CLEONICE. 

. • Nearefftill 

1 hear the cleepferiing fosCi-— another fhdut I— 
There, there perhaps, Phafnaces, hafed HOLitii f 
Shfeds wide deftru£Hon t — can it be, ye Powers ! 
Can he who ftoop'd ^o murder, rife ih aught 
That's great or noble ? fure Arfetes' (had'e 
Should hover round, and in the day (^battle 
WiAcr his ftrength ! — Some fatal news at hand 1 
'Tis Teramenes— Heiavens ! — 

Enttr TEibAA<J:i||£S, ar«t(^f«r. 

WHere, wHere's the king f 
— O Cfeonice— — ^ 

Ct^tJNlCE. 

SpeaE— . ^ 

TEfUAMENES,. 

Qur lateft hour i& cesie.— > 

*" • I » Mnur 
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Sniir LYCOMEDE.S. --t: 

• lVcomedes. 

Wbat means "thfe tumult? 

What from the ciamp— 'bat now a peal of Ihouts 

Broke on m/ ffumbertng fenfe^hoW fland our hopes? ' 

' TERAMENES. . 

The foe is in the walls ! — our band&repuls'd 
By Artabafus and his fen^ Tetroa£ed. 
To gain the gates-^wl^h them the CQnquering troops 

Of PontuS en^er'd.— — * /"* . 

LYCOMEDES. 
.* ., 'Tit enough— •thefe eyes 

Have fcen enough of wo^ F — Where is Qrontes? 

TERAMENES. 
I faw him lafty with dauntlefs courage,, brave . 
The hoftilo troops, when headed by Pharnaces 
They thundc^r'd thro' the gates, at which dire moment 
He vanifli'd from my fight, and O ! I fear 
He falls a victim to this dreadful day !-— ' 
But time forbids our vain laments-^this inftant " 
The viStov may be here-*-one way remains 
That yet may faye my king — the weftern ^Ower 
Is ftill our own, and may perhaps Yiiftafn 
The foe's attadct-till Arc|5 Ihall arrive-— 
But now, Arfinoe thither with a guard . 
I fent— retire^, my fiege, with Cleonice, 
fn fafety thcre.*^ . " 

LYCOMEUE^'- 

No— tho' th]s trembling arm 
Shrinks from the buckler's weight, I^can provoke 
'The death I wiih for from the pitying foe ! 
Come forthi; this fword^ chaHong has idly flept« 
Shall once again~— •..;:,..• ^ i 

^.\.-^ * . CLEO- 
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CLEONICE. ■ 

r 

What means my father?— yet 
Retrafl your purpofe — think on Clednice ! 
Forfaken hcrc-i- 1 fee, I fee the hand 
Of ruffian force drag by the filver locks 
Thy venerable age— I fee thqfe features. 
That oft have fondly fmird on Cleontce, 
In agofiy diftorted« — ^Wbat remains; 
For me at that curft moment ? — wild with horror 
To rend my fcatter'd hair— againft the pavement 
Daib thefe poor limbs — then bare my breaft to meet 
The ftecl, yet reeking with a parent's life. 
And mingle blood with his that gave me being ! 

LYCOMEDES. 

DiftraAing image !;*-0 my child ! my child ! 

And fliall 1 then thi3 moment I cpuld yield 

The laft cold drops that linger in tbef<¥ veins «- 
And blefs the hand that ilruck me — yet when Death 
Draws his dark veil — to catch a glimpfe of life. 
But to behold thee die — Hafle, let me hence 
To lofe the dreadful thought— -a minute longer 
May place us fafe beyond the future reach 
Of fate, of mifery, and Artabafus I 

CLEONICE. 

O, hear me ftill — yet let thefe filial tears 
PrcvaiU— Death is the laft, the furc refource. 
And when Fate clofes every path that lead^ 
To future hope— this arm can then my father 
Fix one great period to a life of woes. 

TERAMENES. 
My fovereign, Artabafus and Barzanes 

Are 



€z C L E O NIC E< 

Are near at hand, from hence y^ na^ diTcern 
Their buijders blaze (looking out) \ away, my liege I 

. LYCOMEDES. 

O! never!—— 
.They fhall be met — ^thcfe withered limbft'-^looktheiVy 
See thofe fad monuments— (points to the urns.} 

And fliall the hands^ 
The murderous hands by whidi tlie]r &ll^ here graiip^ 
The fword in triumph ?— No, thefe treitt^ling (kMt 
Shall meet their fury. • (Going. 

CLEOKICE. ' , 

Yet^O yet, my father ! 
One moment hear— — 

TERAMENES. 

Forghre-me, royal iGr ? ' * 
If thus compelt'd^'^LeaFcbue, help^— 

LYCOMEDfiS. 

(Struggling,) Unhand me ■ • * 

•Tis more than treafon— hence ! w 

( drop shii fword in thejlruggle.) ' 

QLEONICE. 

Lo ! therc^ my father. 
Some God defcends, and from your nervelefs arm 

Strikes your reflfting weapon* 

. lycomeeIes. 

P, (hame ! &ame ! 

* « 

'Tis fure the ^ork of Heaven !-*-then all is paft ! ; 

I yield — Lead, lead me where thou wilt i ( Shout ^X 

TERAMENE«. 
, . . Again! 

Condu£t them fafely thro' the fecret gate, 

'*' 5 Mcaq;. 
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Mcftntime myfelf, with forne few fi-iends wUl leek 
' Orontes, and fecura my Kling's retreat. [Exit. 

« 

CLEONICi. 
O \ hear me. Heaven ! for Xycomedes hear I 
Still fave him, finking in this gulph of ruin 1 ^ 
Or let one moment whelm us both in dea|h. 
And end a lather's and a daughter's woes 1 [^xiunt QfF, 

S C E N E, <7» open ^lace in the city. , 
iBff/^ARTABASUS, BARZAN£S, muiSoUlkfj. 

ARTABASUS. 
Thus far, Barzanes, has the vi£tor wreath 
Crown'd virtue with fuccefs— ouranfis, by Heaven 
Impeli'd to guard the facKd trghts of men. 
Have to their deep recefs purfuTd the foe. 
The city now is ours--*the hoftile bands 
Submiffive, or difpers^M, contend ^ longer; 
Thenflieath the fWord^ df death; ahd bid refentonml ^ 
To mercy yield her reigft— tfee nc^b)^ Hiind, 
Tho' Juftice draw the fword^ re^t* that tfitttofh 
Humanity muft mouril : &r Lyc#m;edi^s|, 
Give heedful ovderb, that whate'^r ibaU cbaoGe^ 
To make hm prifoner, to our belter fortcvane, 
They treat him with ftich honoitfs 4s befit 
His name and rank* a captive of the ^f^. 

My liege, this inftant Lycomedes tak^, 
With Clisonict, as they fought to gain ■* - 
The weilern tower, conducted by the guards 
Ajttcnd your fovereign Will. \Exk. 
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£«/^r LYCOMEDES^ CLEONICE /«^^/w^ 

" ' Guards. - 

LYcaMEDES. 

• (Entering) ' Dead mb td hitri, 
Whom Lycomfedfcs^^cfvil ftar ha^ raised ^ 

,.On fallen Brtbvnia's ruin-^Cleonicc " ' ^ 

Affdfcikte In thy father*$ woes — —-Arc thcfc 
The hands that once 1 fondly prefsM in ipin^, 
When bn' my knee thy prattling infancy 

, Held nie in all a farcnfs.dcar fufpence ? . . . 
Are thefe lov'd hands now clafp'd in rugged fteel 
And flaviflxmanaelesT 

u, : CLEONICE. 

Thefe hands, my fathcr^j 
Exult in chains that ^ive to Ckpnice, 
A glorious (hare in Lycomedes' fufferings*. 
Nor are they bonds, iince ftill thefe iilial arms > 

Embrace my fatber-r*0 ! believe ine, fir. 
To fufier thus with you i^ height of blift, 
Compa/d to freedom baniih'd frcni your prefencei 

iARTABASUS, 
If thou art he— O,- Lydomedes ! — hear 
No'more thy foe, but brother— -^ould to Heaven 
Thy age would 'now rep^fe in 'peace ! thofe hairs 
Demand refpe6land honouF— lt;t me t&en . . \ ' 

Exchange thefe flaviiji tio^ for other ties 
Of amity and love. 

(makes aftgn to, ih^ guard whn takes effbh chains*) 

For thee, fair princcfs. 
What fliall I fay ?— thefe arms prophan*d demand 
More than a Icing's atonement. (lakes off her chains.)^ 

Is there aught 
Be&de the gift of freedom I 

CLEO- 
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CLltONICE, 

Artabafus^ 
There heeds ho more — from him that flew mj brother 
All gifts are equal— tho' to the woman's weaknefs 
I yield thefe tears, my firmer foul difdain$ 
The tribute nature pays; — then once again 
Keftore thofe fhackles— give me, to the depth 
Of dungeon gloom — ^there's not a hoftile pang 
That enmity infli£ls, but Cleohice 
Shall meet it all !— My father too— O^ Heaven! 
Hence female foftnefs-^es, behold that weak 
Deprefs'd old age, behold this bloom of youth 
Nurs'd in the pomp of courts— yet, Artabafus^ 
This pair, unihaken, dares your worft of pains« 

LYCOMEDES. 

Hear every God my vows renewed — heat t6o 
Polemon's thzie ! whene'er this hand fhall join 
In friendly league with Pontus, haunt each hour 
Of ebbing life with horror^s direft forms ! 

ARTABASUS* 
Yet hear me, Lycomedes, ftiU refle^t^ 
Thyfelf a warrior once, in fight he fell» 
Fell as a hero ought, — >In arms of old 
When Demi^gods have fought^ the fields have oft 
Borne flaughter'd chiefs, whofe parents from the ikf 
View'd their pale Tons, and yielded to their fate* 

LYCOMEDES. 
Hear, hear, y« fathers; hear how cool the viStot 
Can palliate deaths and footh a parent's lofs* 
Polemon fell in fights— yes, Artabafus, 
Nobly indeed he fell-^tgo daring youth ! 
Wbofc unfledg'd open valour met the aim 

K Of 
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Of veteran cruelty— :but hear, proud man. 
Do all thy enemies fo fairly p€rifh i" — 
How died Arfttes ? haplefs youth, — the laft,^ 
The glorious work of Artabafus' race ! 
Midft ail my fuiFerings, ftil'l t joy to know 
Polemon died a hero— Had the hand 
Of Time drawa out his carJy age to years 
Of ripe experience, he, like poor Arfetes, 
Had fairn the murdercr*s viftim, 

ART ABAS US. 

Iiiittl^, fi»re^ 
Thou know'ft the work of ffttq^rrthp youth who fel^ 
Was by Phamaccs ■ ■ ■ ■ 

CLEO<JH-€E, 

By Bbomacei! — yes, 
I know it well — Is this thag^cuious hwcxf 
The boa{J:ed. pupil in the fchool of lyjars? 
Did he for this in Rome's immoi;tal ranks, 
Learn the brave trade of acms, to edge the fword . 
Of bafe affaiSnation, that the wiles 
Of black confpiracy might catch that life, 
Which ne'er hai fiink in equal field of combat ! 

Yes my Arfetes-^ to Pharnaces' cruelty 

Thou fall'ft a vifliim— fali^ft by him, whofe arm ' 
Had el fe perhaps confefF'd thy valour's force. 
Then had' thofe limbs, my^ father, never ffek 
The weight of chains— yet ihcHild Orontes live. 
His valorous arm->-gq^haps ^i^agi^^^ life 
Atones, for poQr- Arfetes . 

ARTABASUS. 

, * Every powej: 

Forbid the implication ! Lycomcdes, 



Could 
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Could I as well appeafe each vengeful thought 
For loft Poletnon, a^ I now can cle^r 
The virtue of my fon, by lying ftftoe 
Tra:duc*d ' ■ 

CLEONIGE.' 

Did hot his lips all pale in death 
Proclaim Pharnaces guilty ? 

ARTABASUS. 

There indeed, 

Myfterious darlcnefs lurks but, Lycomedes, 

Speak — fliould the hero whofe triumphant arm 
• Efpous'd Bithynia's eaufe---lhouId he yet live— — 

C)Lfe5NicE. 

Yet live ! what means this cruel fport with woe ? 

ARTABASUS. 

Hear then, and wondering hear — Arfetes lives, 
Arfetes and Phariiaces are the fame. ^ 

LYCOMEDES. 
The fame ! — fpeak Artabafus— — 

£«/^OFFICER. 

OFFICER. 

Hafte, my fovereign ! 
Hafte to the grove of palms,— the prince aflaird 
By numbers, With Orontfes at their heid, 
A hundred lancet glitter at his hY6z% 
And all their cry is vengeance and Arfetes. 

ARTABASUS. 

What do 1 he^r ! now criiel Lycomedei^ 
JJqw^ Ckoliit^i glut your rage, — yet Jchow 
' ■ K 2 Arfetci 
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A^rfctes live^,^ ^nd lives in my Pharnaccs, 
Or this dread moment feals perhaps his doom^ 
And ends a wretched parent ! — ^ 

j^Exeunt Artabafus ^nJ Barzanes (iftenAd^ 

CI.EONJCE. 

Does he livcj^ 
Live in P^arnaces ! O myfterious Heaven !. . . i 

Should it be thus, hpw h^s my rutblefs hatre4 
Purfued the man whom moft I lovM — the man 
(Madncfs is in the thought) who poyr piay brc^tho 
Hislaft, : 

J.YCOMEDES, 

Forbid it, virtue!— Qods ! J fetl 
A fecret impiilfe here — it muft not be . 

For me he oft has triumph'd- — fpite of age 
And impotence of ftrength, jc% will I face 
This laft^ this fatal fcene — my Clconice, 
Thy courage will purfue thy father's fteps ; 
C^ome, let us prove the worft of fortune's malice, 
'^hen clofe our eyes in peace, and reft for ever ! [Exeunt^ 

§ C E >f E, Agro^e of p^lrn freefy with the iemph 
qJ ^rs difcovered at a dijiancf. 

{Clajhing of Jwords.) 

Bnter O RONTES retreating before PHARNACpS, 
a party of Orontes driven off hy the foldiers of 
Ph^ri^aces. 

PHARNACES. 

Enoujgh, my friends ; enough — this life deman4« 
My fword alonc-.-for thee, wbofe murderous euile 
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With feeming manhood, drew me from tHe figbt 
To fall by numbers,^ from this arm receive 
Thy tie^on's due reward. 

ORONTES. 

Fortune at length 
Deceives my aim ;— — but be it fo* — I fcom 
To deprecate thy vengeance— -well thou know'ft 

Orontes now Zopyrus has confefsM^ 

Pale, trembling daftard ! finking by thy arm. 
Our firft device againft the feign'd Arfetes 
This laft is mine— tho' intereft and ambition 
Forbid me now to rifle &n equal combat. 
Yet fince thy hated genius ftill prevails,—- 
Hence every vain diiguife-^as man to man^ 
I djue thy worft. 

PHARNACES. 

Behold, thou double tnutor! 
The grove ;ind temple where Araxes fell : 
Where now thy followers lurk'd in fatal ambuih 
Toenfnare Phamaces — tremble now, «4iile juftice 
Here lifts the fword on this devoted fpot. 
Here claims a facrifice to every virtue. 
Faith, friendihip, loyalty, and poor Araxes ! (fytt^ 

ARSETES. 
[within'] Defend, defend my fon ! [Oron. faUt^ 

PHARNACES. 

There fink for ever, 
Nor leave thy ec^ual berp to curfe mankind ! 

Enter 
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£«/«• ARTABaSUS ««iAGENOR, 

ARTABASU&. 
Art dioa then fafe ^-^-mf f«a I my Ton ! 

. PHARNACES. 

' MyfaAei-T 

£aftr LYCOMEDES, CLEONICE, «»< 

TERAMENjES. 

CLEOKICE, 

lEnttring.'] Death has been bufy-— furc the battle's • 

tumult 
Rag'd here but now-— — 

PHARNACES. . 

[turning.^ *Tis Gleoaice's voice ! 

LYCOMEDES. 

He lives indeed ! 'tfe fit U^^^ gttaiaiiii |ehliis 
That v(r^€h'4 B'^yhWs (zeety-^ 

CtEONICE. 

Heavenly Powers ! 
And jet it csLDnot'-r-ipeak,h*'*0 fpeak, my ikthcxt 
Ere this lov'd phantom 

PHARNACES. 

*• * StiHl Arfctci livts ; 

Behold him here j — *— {jineelf'} — No more unknown, 

who now 
Aflerts the iio^al honours that await 
A kingdom's heir and Artabalus^ fon. 

CtEONICE, 
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Pharn^e^ iCJ^9->n*Au» %^ Ukfi<» all ! 



ARTAfiASUS: 

The youth, whom. Ut^'y^ m^iufn'd for flain Arfetes^ 
Wsu. ia bus; fiead dcputejl for tb^ %hU/ 

. PKAiRl^^AQEiS. 
Orojates and Zopyriw^ baye cp^Jfefe' A ' 
The fnare 19. iftbsch, tht^ h^^j(s yi^gi.f|*tl; 
Orontes drew n)A now» by frai^d&l aoibufhi 
To perifli here— -behold where lief the tcaitor^^^ . . 
His guilty life fail ebbing with his blood. 

I.YCOMEDES. 
Orontes ! — where ! then wbese i&Vicftiit^' Qoflb4 
Now only living with Bithynia's foes ! 
Why, Artabafus, did PotemoA falf ! 
Or faH by thee ! • >■ ■ 

O&QKTES, 

lf%ifing\ i^in^fi] Hsar^- iaiA uiahatppy &ther ; 

Himi 89Jft.revti|g'd-*-lar Jtffte- bis^MrdoDor Imi 

ae:taba5U.s. ' .' .: \ 

The youth that fell by me ! — 

ORONTES. " 

By thockefeU^ , - . 

But fell unwouhded— -to his'tent. convey'd * 

Senfelefs awhile, .he lay — my felf alone' 

Watch'd his returning Kfo— at that fell moment. 

Ambition, powerful friend! held forth to view 

Bithynia's cr^wn-^my (kcrtlegioufs hand 

Uplifted- tfcCtt, withmuaderousweap^sBellmefe ' 

My priao^f^ lifet • - 

3 LYCO* 
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LYCOMEDES. 

What do I hear !— my bloocf 
Is cHill'd !«--pernicious villain !-— take the vengeance 
A father's fury— — — [rfr/m/x, and is bildbyAxt. ondTcr^ 

CLEONICE. 
Gracious Heaven '—my brother ! m ■ 

TERAMENES. ' 
Yet hold— tho' great your woe, — the guilty wretch 
Already ga^ in death, and (hivering ftands 
On that dread brink, where vaft eternity 
Unfolds her infinite abyfs.— — . 

LYCOMEDES. 

Polemon 1 
My murdet'd boy ?i 

ORONTES. 

O thou bright fun ! whofe beani$ 
Now let in blood, doft thou not hafte to veil 
Thy head in night, while Nature, thro' her works 
Shrinks from a wretch like me !-*Come, deepeft darknefi. 
Hide, hide me from myfelf !— hence, bleeding phantom-** 
.Why doft thou haunt me ftill !^ — ^another ! — hence ! 
They drive me to the precipice^— I fin k 

O Lycomedes !— • (dieu 

LYCOMEDES. 

Lo \ where lies the ferpent 
That latc^ I nourifh'd in my breaft, to fting 
My unfufpediing heart ■ 

^ ARTABASUS, 

A father's nature 
Feels for thy dreadful trial— -Lycomedes, 

Receive this pledge of friendship ftill be thine 

Bithynia's crown, , nor claim I aught frcMn conqueft 

But 
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But mutual peace — --foA« pdjc> ikhc iiall tell 

This work of fafte— ?-^Bttt wbafli^libarclK tfic VTajFl . 

Of Heaven infcrutable^ or dire ta quefti^Dt 

Why the fame power beheld Polemoa fall. 

And fav'd Pharnaces for a father's love i 

*Tis ours with humbk pfsi^e to take from Jovt 

The cofdial draught of joy^ nor murilxur wheii ^ 

He deals th6 ^up of woe. 

r • • • 

LYCOMSOES. 

No longef now t^-f fee^-^tWs^ hrfntitfPd haiW; 

This hand now free ftoitt tfijHPoIi^lnoii^^ deatfij* 

Confirm the brother's^ uoi<Mif^;^^i^.bdmy peaCe 

Reft with his mimes, and remembrs^nce ever 

With odorous praife furround hie laurell'd. tomb t 

But yet I have a fon-ri^ thee hp lives> 

Lives in Pharnaces— —[^/wir^^f]-^- — Yes, my more thsiti 

brother, - - 

Our friendfliip knit fliaA p^adljt tbb wfet<!mhe dttvd^' 
Thro' both duv \ktvks^^ti& btefs' their fbm «l^itb pe^e 1 

': PBfAilNACEs. :^ 

It muft, it? tnvib-^ibmegemus whifpii^9 ttoW 
Oblivion to my carer,, aiid )>rifht-*w1ng^4' ttope^' 
Like Cleonice, jiomts my^fou} to UiA ! > 

If blifs he Cleonice, flbe is your» 
Once more, my foii< 
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My daughter-^'-HiVcry GJoci 
Propitious fmile to crown ypur virtuous love ! 

1- " >HAR. 
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PHARNACES. 

Speak, .Cletoke ! does thy heart refufe 
To own the mJghty rapture ? - . . 

^ CLEONICE. 

O, Pharn^ces ! 
Think how my bofom throbs with various tumult 
Of mingled joy and grief— —My brother's fate. 
Still labours here, Ypite of the blifs that fills 
My confcious heart; for bli&Jtis.toavow 
My boundlefs paifion-r— wife of my Pharnaces, 
Or rather that dear name which iirfib fubdu'd 
My virgin heart — my ever Ipv'd Arfcjtes ! , 

LYCaMEI>ES. 

To thee, my fon Pharnaces, I'refign 
Bithynia*s crown, while I, retir'^d in eaft. 
Steal gently down the peaceful vale of life. 

^ ARTABASUS. . 

Behold the latent trisafon broq^t to light !. 
Thto' hid. from CJortal eye, the £tei:nal:Miiid^ 

Pervades the deepeft gloom-; Confefs, my brother. 

The dazzling meteor that milled ffiy youth. 

And even feduc'd'thy age : the monarch fird- - 

With falfe arnbition f6r a conqueror^s name. 

Is but the lafh of Jove to ftoiirge mankind. - 

For thee, my fon, byiycoi^edes r^is'd 

To. guide, with early hand, the reins of empire. 

Remember what the duty of a king 

Exacts, while each domeftic blifs' (hall crown ^ ' ' 

Thy private hours, to watch thy -people's weal. 

And ihare, like Heaven, thy bappinefs with all. 
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Spokeu by Mrs. BIJI-KLEy. 

r)UR author J all fuhmffion^ fenis me bere^ 

To make excufes for your Jimple cheer -^ 
And ly that have no inter eft in his fcenes^ 
Muft bear the train of tragic kings and ^ueens^ 
Shall Ifupport the weaknefs of bis Ktufe?-^ 
Egad — iffo^^nifit him with abufe-^ 
ril foon diJfeU bis fine^fpun worky andjhow 
That all his plot has more of farce than woe. 

Fw, after ally, the creatur^^s much deceiv^dy ' 
If e*er be thinks bis tale can he believed. 
So tame andfo inanimate his maid is'r^ 
How very different from our modern ladies /-^-^ 
Wbaty could a blooming lafs with ripetfd chdrmsi' 
Be held fo long from her admirer^ s drms?-^^ - ^ 
Jffuch were truths in prtiSiJh Heathen cHmes^ 
Examples vary in our later thneJ^--^^ ' 
Then for theatric play — bo^poor! boiJo coidt 
A heroines language fl)ould benobfyboldy 
Outftrip the deceniy of vulgar liffi **; 

Mouth at the Heavens y andfet the Gods at fir if e^ 
Time was indeed^ an antiquated bard 
Paid to a beldame^ Nature^ fome regard^ 
And drew bis females with fuch fjjmple features y 
That ally who fawy believed them human creatures, 

2 Plain 
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EPILOGUE. 

• # ' 

Pli^ l[!kXd^ponz Sl^re ni^ trace pf art^ ; 
Ani Portia flayed a wife's domeftic part ; 
While Con(t^hccJhew%but what before we knew^' 
And onfy^rie^% ai ^aP-mrftbers Jfe.*— • ' 
Shall this ft ale poet give the Drama law^ 
Ul^o poorfy'$^ied0i^yffJ^h$fnw?. •* 
Uf^j ft ok from lifer\ » rw^ cl^e and ^f > 
Tbi charalters^ thaftU kis icijfied p^^ 

WeUr'as r/(w,: •^V k/— (lofoking ouO—O, ari 
youcmeT :^^' '''^ ■ ""'" -• 

De^^j tf// ^^ weinr^poor^Sevill'—feal bif doom. 

This live-Ion^ nigbt bi kiidiches every ^ <y^f V 

^alks^ like bis heroes^ tn folitoqt^--^ / 

Tbenftartx qftier-Wbe^t'^l fmHhi^ g&if -a^ P^*^ 

« Sure 'lis the difta^ murmur rfa ifif^r^.^i>^.^ - • 

Alas! kind foul! r^Ipiy bis xauditm^:,^^' 

And will is bisiebalfibi^ l^ufo p$titiM:^ 

^oyou^ gocdfMs iUwve^ fer ^ver rmfg 

Toferve afrm^^4fllEM^^J^^^^ 

VCoyou^ yevm of amdwr^/p^ 4^4?^ •: 

Who ftll the circle o/^JiiSr ^ulfif.^^ ^ ■ ,. "; ^ 

Toyouj ye< ladies^ tver- pone k^fp0f$ 

The bard J wha kmemd beauty miu hU ear^^ 

I here con^uend him'^takii him t» yofir favour^ 
AndJ*Ubtf^retyfor-biij^o^bejM$d . 
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